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The spring of the year 1675 set in unnsoallj late, tor the 
cnttdnglj cold north-east winds, which, as a role, delay the 
advent of spring in the northern sea-board States of America, 
had been blowing for such a lengthened period that even in 
May the dense forests, with which New England was so 
abundantly covered at that date, were filled with snow and 
ice. The second half of the flu>nth, however, brought milder 
breezes and a dondless sky. Beneath the warm b^ms of the 
May son the v^etation sprang up with the rapidity peculiar 
to this country. The buds followed closely upon the young 
verdure, which spread its network over an immense expanse 
of territory, and through the warm nif^ts the Whip-poor-will, 
or American nightingale, saluted the return of spring. 

The morning sun of the first Sunday in June brilliantly 
illumined Long Island Sound and the gently rippling sur£Eice 
of the water, from Black Island down to the mouth of the 
Hudson, along which one of the largest cities in the world. 
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New York, now extends. The scene was so silent that it 
seemed as if keel had never cut through the stream. There 
was the same lofty tranquillity of the desert on the Connecticut 
shore, which was cut up by countless bays and inlets, and in 
the forests, the crowns of whose trees were mirrored in the 
waters, which gleamed with gold and purple lights. A holy 
silence, resembling the repose of a Sabbath, lay over this 
apparent solitude, which, up to a very recent period, had 
only been trodden by the rapid foot of the nomadic Indian. 
And yet a large number of settlements had already been 
founded along the deep-cut inlets, in the forests, and on the 
Connecticut and its affluents ; but on this day all the 
inhabitants kept aloof from the avocations of ordinary 
life, in order to keep holy, in their simple meeting-houses, 
the Sabbath, which all nature seemed to be keeping with 
them. 

My young readers will guess that I am alluding to those 
Puritans whom a desire for free exercise of their religious 
ceremonies forced across the ocean, and into the shadows of 
the primaeval forests. 

We will change the scene to a narrow slip of land jutting 
far out into the water eastward of the broad mouth of the 
Pawcatuck, which still bore the perfect semblance of virgin 
soil Fresh-foliaged bushes partly spread out their branches 
over the surface of the water, partly formed an apparently 
impenetsable wall round the roots of the huge trees, which 
rose a little further inland and so interwove their crowns that 
they formed a gloomy arcade, through which a sunbeam was 
rarely able to penetrate. 

Deep silence also brooded over this spot, but it was 
speedily, though very gently, interrupted. A little bird, 
sitting on a branch, suddenly flew off, as if startled, for there 
had been a movement in the bushes, as if some small beast of 
prey were cautiously approaching the shore. The noise ceased 
for a moment, but directly after the branches of a sumach- 
tree, growing on the beach, were parted by invisible hands, 
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and in the opening thus formed appeared the smoothly shaved 
brown head of an Indian, who, with his black sparkling 
eyes, surveyed the surface of the water in all directions. 
After he had convinced himself that no boat was visible 
seaward, he parted the bushes so far that his naked 
body became half visible; and then, lying down on his 
stomach, with his face raised but a few inches above the 
water, he assumed the posture of a spy, which he retained 
with the extraordinary patience peculiar to this race for 
upwards of an hour. 

At last he seemed really to hear or sniflf the approach of 
prey, for he ^stretched out his neck, dilated his nostrils, 
pricked up his ears, and his glowing eyes expectantly ran 
along the right-hand bank. 

It was soon shown that the sharp senses of the red man 
had not been mistaken, for a small bark presently came 
round a projecting point of the deeply-indented coast. With 
swelling canvas it rapidly approached the promontory at the 
extreme end of which the Indian was concealed ; but the 
latter did not appear to entertain any hostile feelings toward 
the occupants of the skiif. 

On the approach of the boat, the Eedskin had withdrawn 
his head and shoulders into the bush, and now surveyed the 
people in the boat. In his eyes there flashed something that 
resembled joy when he was able to convince himself that 
they were three persons belonging to the white race — an old 
man, another of middle age, who was steering, and a young 
lady. He did not betray his feelings, however, by any 
ejaculation, and crept with the utmost caution backward 
through the bushes. When he could no longer be detected 
from the boat, he hastily rose and darted into the forest with 
the speed of a hunted stag. 

I^ot the slightest cracking of brushwood had revealed to 
the three persons in the boat the presence or disappearance 
of the Indian, and thus they unsuspectingly sailed past 
the promontory. But they had not gone beyond a mile 
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eastward when they learned, to their terror, that their hope 
of sailing unnoticed along the coast in the morning silence 
of the Sabbath proved to be futile. They were fugitives, and 
had been flying for many a day over bays and rivers, through 
swamps, pathless forests, and the tall grass of the prairie, 
before merciless pursuers, who had hunted them from the 
colony of JS^ewhaven to Branford ; thence to Haddam, on the 
Connecticut; thence to Norwich, on the Shetucket; and now 
from Southorton, on the mouth of the Pawcatuck, along the 
south coast of the Narragansett country. On the previous 
evening the pursuers had, for the first time, lost the trail 
of the fugitives, for they had passed them in their eagerness, 
and would not have found them again, had not the cunning 
of the Indian, whom we just now saw on the promontory, 
assisted them. 

The fugitives had passed the night in a secluded bay 
on the left-hand side of the river mouth, and had set forth 
at daybreak from their reed-covered hiding-place. They 
sailed along the coast with a favouring breeze and some 
feeling of security, but learnt, only too soon, that the chase 
was not yet over. 

The boat had just passed another of the numerous pro- 
jecting spits of land, when suddenly a boat shot out of the 
mouth of a side-stream, and so soon as it reached open water, 
turned its boW in the direction of the boat ahead. 

The crew of the second boat consisted of seven persons, 
of whom four sailor-looking fellows pulled the oars. The 
fifth, still quite a young man, held the tiller, and a sixth, 
whose greyish beard revealed an older man, was standing in 
the bows with the Indian whom we have already met. The 
i^teerer and the greybeard were dressed after the fashion 
of well-to-do burghers in those days, in fine Brabant cloth, 
and wore a short cloak over their long jerkins. Judging 
from this costume, the two men did not belong to the Puritan 
colonists of !N'ew England, who were distinguished from the 
other settlers by their dark and austere dress. Each of them 
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carried a brace of long clnmsy pistols in lus girdle, and four 
or five of those heavy matchlocks which were made in the 
seventeenth century, and which a soldier of our times could 
scarce wield, lay at l^e foot of the mast, ready for immediate 
use. The sailors had their short heavy knives thrust in their 
beltSy and everything indicated that the crew of this boat 
were engaged in a dangerous enterprise, and in any event 
determined to make the proper use of their various weapons. 

So soon as the boat had been forced by strenuous efforts 
through the reeds, the Indian stretched out his arm and 
point^ to the fugitives, who were only a mile ahead, while 
accompanying the gesture by an expressive, Hugh 1 

'' You can hugh, Eedskin, for you have a right so to do," 
the old man standing by the side of the son of the wilder- 
ness now remarked. ''You have correctly found the trail of 
the bloodthirsty villains, which we had entirely lost. There 
you see, Tom Kirk," he added, turning to the young man at 
the tiller, " of what use such redskinned vermin are." 

'' Stui^ Master Kellond," the man addressed retorted ; ^ this 
finding of the trail was no great conjuring. Did I not con- 
tinually advise you last evening to keep out to sea % I felt 
certain we should catch sight of our people again. I am 
glad, though, that we have caught them on this open track ! 
It is a different hunt from that through fdrest and swamp, 
such as we have been carrying on for the last few days. 
I can tell you, master, that I was getting quite sick of it — 
just look at my clothes and yours ! thafs a fine sight, isn't 
it ? The fiend fetch me if I have tired myself so for King 
Charles's sake. I only did it as your ex-apprentice^ in order 
to oblige you." 

^And for the sake of the shining pieces which were 
promised us, eh, Tom 1" 

" Well, well, I will not deny it — such a lump of money is 
worth the gaining. I only wish we had it already." 

" We shall soon have it, Tom ; for if our capture prove 
succesaful, we shall all return to England I shall be paid 
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what was promised me, and you will be able to set up for 
yoursel£ I shall live to see you, Tom, walking through tlie 
eity with a wife dressed in silks and satins." 

" H'm, master," Tom Kirk replied, as he scratched himself 
behind the ear, " nothing will please me better than getting 
back to Old England, for I am heartily sick of this land of 
saints. Had not the psalm-singers interfered, we should 
have finished our business a week ago down at Newhaven, 
and would be on our road home at t^iis moment." 

"That is true, for these canters certainly helped their 
worthy co-religionists to escape, while they stopped me, who 
showed them the king's warrant and seal, by paltry excuses. 
What answer did Governor Leete give me when I, at length, 
asked him whether the colony intended to respect the king's 
orders % Of course they honoured his majesty, but they 
had tender consciences, the impudent Eoundhead answered 
me. That was saying, in other words, that they would do 
what they thought proper. When I further asked whether 
they acknowledged his majesty the king, the crop-eared 
villain dared to reply that they should like first to know 
whether his majesty acknowledged them ! " 

" Might we not fancy we were hearing old IToll, whose 
opinions seem to be prevalent here !" 

" It is so, for these wonderful saints talk and act as if the 
old villain, whose mouth, thank Heaven, has long been 
stopped by a clod of earth, were still Protector of England. 
Lord ! what work there will be in this New England until 
all this puritan-republican rubbish be removed. But only 
let me get home again, Tom, and you shall see what a rod will 
be made for these saints, who call themselves pilgrims of the 
wilderness, when I report all that I have seen and heard among 
these sectaries and traitors. But look," Mr. Kellond inter- 
rupted himself, ** the fugitives' boat seems to be getting away 
from us. To work, my lads," he shouted to the sailors; " lay 
on your oars, you know that I shall fill your hands with 
silver, if you are able to catch yonder boat." 
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With these words he stepped into the bow of the boat, 
and impatiently measoied the distance still separating him 
ftom the other ski£^ which was now flying along at a tie- 
moidous pace. 

** Confdsion !" he roared with growing anxiety, '' they are 
increasing their distance. Whatdoyouthinkof it, Bedskint" 

Without taming his head or displaying the sli^test 
interest in the matter, the Tniliaii^ who was squatting in the 
bottom of the boat, replied in broken Tlngligh : — 

** Waimatock understand nothing of white man's canoe." 

" Zounds ! when we came out of the river the TiUains were 
only a few cables' lengths a-head of us; but^ although we have 
four oars and they only two, and the same breeze sweUs our 
sails, the distance between us is continuaUy growing greater." 

'^ By your leave, master," one of the sailors here remarked, 
with a shake of the head, '' the thing is not at all right, and it 
must be true that the adherents of old Xoll learnt from him 
how to make use of the fiend. The mate aboard our good 
old brig always said so, and ^' 

"^ Ohf stuff !" KeUond interrupted him angrily. 

"Well, well," another sailor now b^gan,.'' that is a Scottish 
superstition; but everybody knows that the foul fiend has 
more power at sea than on land. And here I feel certain he 
has a hand in it." 

" Well, why not, Bill ?" Kellond retorted, still more savagely. 
'' You can believe what you like though, so long as you manage 
to send this old tub of a boat along fiister." 

Bill seemed willing to obey the order, for he pulled in his 
oar and carefully examined wind and weather. At the same 
instant, however, the sail idly flapped against the mast, and 
hung looeely down it. 

" Zounds !" BLellond yelled, " that was the only thing we 
wanted, for the breeze to iaJl us." 

** That wiU suit us capitally, master," said Bill, as he once 
more seized his oar ; " if the breeze fail us, it will also fail 
those a-head, I fuicy ; but as we pull more oars than they. 
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especially if tliat lazy Kedskin, and by your leave, master, 
you too take an oar, it will be very curious if you do not 
soon make the acquaintance you so greatly desire with those 
gentlemen." 

Bill's opinion appeared so plausible, that the next moment 
the boat was being impelled by six oars, and now hurried 
along in the track of the fugitives. 

The sail of the first boat had been swelled by the breeze 
for a few moments longer, and thus the space between the 
two remained for a while unreduced ; but Bill's opinion that 
the calm was a favourable chance for them soon proved to be 
correct, for the two boats continually drew nearer. 

"Hurrah, they cannot escape us now !" Kellond shouted 
with savage delight ; " lay on your oars, my boys ; you are 
serving his Majesty and earning a handful of dollars as welL" 

Tom Kirk had risen without letting go of the rudder, in 
order to look at the flying boat. Suddenly he cried, — 

** They have noticed us and axe steering for shore, in order, 
probably, to hide themselves again in the confounded forests ; 
but, hang me, if they shall not make the acquaintance of my 
gun before they can escape into the labyrinth of trees." 

" You will let that be, Tom," Kellond remarked, in a com- 
manding voice ; " you know that I want them alive. It is a 
different thing to hand them over to his Majesty alive, from 
merely being able to say that we settled the two villains on a 
nameless coast of !N"ew England. And if they take to the 
forests again, our Eedskin will track them ; and, besides, we 
can get up to them more safely there, than on the open sea." 

" Oh, master," Tom objected angrily, " I won't do that, for 
it is not necessary. We are six against two, and, besides, two 
of us could settle an old man and a middle-aged one. So 
then, a fair fight, man to man, I say, but no under-hand 
work." 

" Well, did I not tell you we must capture them alive ? so 
be reasonable, boy. And, besides, you must know the two 
colonels but badly, if you imagine you can have so easy a job 
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with them. They are men who were always the foremost in 
battle, and had yon se^i how one of them at the head of his 
regiment drove the Highlanders before him at Dunbar, and 
how the otiier wielded his sword at Worcester, you would 
feel respect for them. We must tell the truth ; they fsdrly 
earned their rank." 

" But if these are such heroes as you say, they would not 
have fled so many days before us like hares, instead of show- 
ing a bold front** 

" That would certainly have been the case if they had not 
had a girl with them, who is the daughter of the younger 
colonel" 

" You may be right ; but what shall we do with the young 
ladyt" 

*' H*m!" Kellond rephed, after some consideration, " we can 
sell her to a tobacco-planter in Virginia. K she is so strong, 
as we have reason to suppose her after the fatigue she haa 
endured, she will fetch a tidy lump of money." 

In opposition to the rather noisy and coarse conversation 
of the pursuers, a solemn silence prevailed in the boat of the 
fugitives ; which, however, in no way emanated from fear or 
apprehension, but harmonized with the character and temper 
of the small party. 

The three fugitives were most intimately connected by the 
ties of blood, for the younger of the two men, as Kellond had 
stated, was tiie father of the maiden, and the elder her grand- 
father on the maternal side. The latter was an aged man of 
very venerable appearance, with silvery hair and beard which 
descended to his chest His nobly formed face, with the 
lofty, thoughtful brow, revealed a powerful mind and an 
unbending spirit, whose youthful fire frequently flashed in 
his large, sparkling grey eyes. It could be seen from the 
conduct of tiie aged man, who had laid aside hat and cloak 
in order to pull more freely, and the strength with which he 
applied himself to the oar, that his body had been hardened in 
war and fatigues, and was still capable of enduring the latter. 
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His son-in-law also, whose hair was abeady beginning to 
turn grey on the temples, had something decidedly martial 
about him. He was broad-shouldered and sturdily built 
Every feature of his face, his aquiline nose, his small closed 
mouth, revealed boldness and determination, while gloomy me- 
lancholy overspread his forehead, and was only dissipated 
at intervals by his daughter's smile. 

The costume of the two colonels was quite of the Puritan 
cut and taste, and hence extremely plain, for ornamentation 
and display were regarded by the Puritans as a proof of 
sensual worldliness, or even of sinfulness. 

Although the two men noticed the evident approach of 
their pursuers with the calmness of an unusually strong cha- 
racter, and of devotion to the will of Heaven, still their 
hearts beat with apprehension when they gazed at the young, 
beauteous, and helpless girl over whom an awful fate seemed 
to be impending. 

At length the younger of the two men broke the silence 
by murmuring, " The Philistines are behind us, as they were 
behind Jonathan and Aminadab on the flight of Israel toward 
Gilboa." 

Then he turned to his daughter, who was pulling an oar 
with a visible effort, and said kindly, "Lovely, my darling, 
give your oar to me, as I can employ it with greater strength, 
and do you take the rudder, in the management of which you 
are not inexperienced. With God's help we may then con- 
trive to get a little in advance again." 

The girl obediently changed places with her father at once, 
and guided the tiller with a firm hand, although she now 
and then, when unobserved, cast an anxious glance at her 
protectors. Lovely — such was the girl's name — ^had been 
educated in strict principles, and so practised in the act of 
self-restraint, that, in spite of the evident danger which 
menaced her and hers, she bravely suppressed her fears, in 
order not to increase the anxiety of the men. 

But the Either caught one of these secret glances, and with 
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a frowning brow he looked back at the gradnallj approaching 
pursuers, and examined the movements of the now distinct 
forms with fixed attention. 

'^ Father/' he then said to the aged man, and a flash of 
martial fire darted from his eyes, ''the moment is approaching 
when we must fisdl into the power of these eyil-minded men. 
But, if the Lord permit it, it shall not happen as long as my 
hand can wield a weapon ; for without it we cannot keep our 
enemies off us." 

" The Lord's will be done now and for ever," the old man 
replied. "The blood which will be shed in this contest 
will fall on those who thirst for the life of two poor wan- 
derers, who have committed no crime, but have left home and 
house, and fled across the ocean, in order to serve the Lord 
in the wilderness with a pure faith, and help to build up 
His Temple." 

" Wel^ then, if the AU-mercifiil has determined to remove 
us from the troubles of this temporal life, and allow us to 
enter into eternal feUcity, we will at least die as befits old 
soldiers." 

" Certainly, my son, but ^" 

And with an anxious glance at his grand-daughter, the old 
man gave her father to understand that which he did not like 
to express in her presence. 

But Lovely had comprehended the purport of this look, 
and her father's half-suppressed sigh, which it drew from 
him. Childish aflection endowed her with courage and en- 
thusiasm, and she exclaimed with sparkling eye and deeply- 
dyed cheeks, " Grandfather, father, if God wills it that you are 
to die, I will die with you, so as not to be separated fit)m you." 

" Spoken as befits your father's daughter, my child," the 
aged man said, with proud satisfaction, as he gave a loving 
glance at the girl, while Lovely's father carefully surveyed 
the wooded shore, fr^m which they were only a couple of 
musket-shots* distant. And as if he had suddenly made a 
fortunate discovery, he remarked, '^ Steer starboard, my child. 
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we will pull round the spit of land ahead of us, and run into 
the inlet behind it. It will be better for us to accept the 
fight on shore, where trees and rocks oflfer us a suitable shelter, 
than in so unfavourable a position on the water. What do 
you think, father % " 

** I am entirely of your opinion," the aged man replied. 
" But let us not forget that we are powerless instruments in 
the hand of Him who held his protecting shield over the son 
of Jesse when the spearmen of Saul were on his track, and 
that He can also smooth our paths. Let us therefore raise 
our voice to Him who does everything for the best," he 
said, with a meaning glance at Lovely, who understood it 
thoroughly. 

She had already given the boat the indicated course, and 
she now drew, with the hand she had at Hberty, a pocket 
Bible from the bosom of her dress, laid it on her knee, 
and read with fervent devotion the following words of the 
Psalmist, at which the book accidentally opened : — 

" He that dwelleth in the secret place of the most High 
shall abide under the shadow of the Almighty. 

" I will say of the Lord, he is my refuge and my fortress : 
my God ; in him will I trust. 

" Surely he shall deliver thee from the snare of the fowler, 
and from the noisome pestilence. 

" He shall cover thee with his feathers, and under his wings 
shalt thou trust : his truth shall be thy shield and buckler. 

" Thou shalt not be afraid for the terror by night ; nor for 
the arrow that flieth by day. 

" Nor for the pestilence that walketh in darkness ; nor for 
the destruction that wasteth at noonday. 

" A thousand shall fall at thy side, and ten thousand at thy 
right hand ; but it shall not come nigh thee. 

"Only with thine eyes shalt thou behold and see the 
reward of the wicked. 

. ** Because thou hast made the Lord, which is my refuge, 
even the most High, thy habitation ; 
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" There shall be no evil befid thee, neither shall any plague 
come nigh thy dwelling. 

''For he shall give his angels charge over thee, to keep 
thee in all thy ways. 

'' They shall bear thee up in their hands, lest thou dash thy 
foot against a stone. 

'* Thou shalt tread upon the lion and adder ; the young lion 
and the dragon shalt thou trample under foot 

'' Because he hath set his love upon me, therefore will I 
deliver him : I will set him on high, because he hath known 
my name. 

^ He shall call upon me, and I will answer him : I will be 
with him in trouble ; I will deliver him, and honour him. 

'' With long life will I satisfy him, and shew him my sal- 
vation." 

The Puritans of the seventeenth century revered the Bible 
as their sole rule of life, and were most fervently convinced 
that it was written by the hand of the Sippreme Being, that 
is to say, by His immediate inspiration. Our fugitives, con- 
sequently, felt wondrously cheered, consoled, and strengthened 
by the sublime prayer of the Psalmist. It was, indeed, so 
adapted to their position, and accorded so admirably with 
their ideas, that they regarded it as a fortunate omen and a 
signal of Divine grace tiat the girl's eye had been directed 
to this passaga They were necessarily confirmed in this 
idea when immediately after the prayer a prospect of escape 
was revealed to them. For, just as they sailed round the 
point and were about to enter a small bay behind it, an 
Indian canoe, paddled by two white men, suddenly came 
toward them. 

The thought that they were allies of their pursuers involun- 
tarily drew from Lovely a cry of surprise and alarm, while 
the two colonels, in their stedfast trust in Heaven, did not 
dream of conjecturing new foes. 

The appearance of one of the two strangers, however, was 
well adapted to terrify a girL He was almost of gigantic 
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height, and stood a great deal above six feet in his shoes — 
or more correctly, mocassins, which were joined by gaiters of 
deer-hide, that came np above his knees. A collar of buffalo- 
hide, a belt of otter-skin, and a cap of woK-hide, completed 
the garb of this Colossus, who was armed with a gun and 
hunting-knife. His bronze-coloured face displayed savage 
features. The wrinkles on his forehead formed a hoof-shaped 
mark at the base of the nose ; on the flattened nose could 
be traced the mark of a deep wound ; along the whole of the 
left cheek, a terrible scar, resembhng a bluish-red ribbon, 
ran into the bristly gray beard ; and the right ear was cut off 
close to the head. Bu^ in spite of this anything but amiable 
exterior, the gigantic denizen of the forest was capable of 
insphing confidence. 

His comrade was a handsome and muscular young man. 
His light curly hair, which peeped out under his beaver-skin 
cap, and his white complexion revealed his origin. His garb, 
though cleaner, resembled in material and cut that of his elder 
companion, save that he carried in his belt an Indian toma- 
hawk in lieu of a hunting-knife. 

The two men belonged to a class which has not yet entirely 
died out in the forests and savannahs of America — to the 
bold hunters who, leading a free life, at that time satisfied aU 
their wants with the gun or the beaver- trap, chased the buffalo 
and the elk in the boundless prairies and immeasurable 
forests, sought the bear in its cave, robbed the wild bees of 
their honey, were at one time friendly, at another hostile, 
with the red natives, and only visited the settlements at 
rare intervals, in order to exchange their peltry for weapons, 
ammunition, and other articles indispensable for white men. 
These hunters are at the present day called trappers. There 
were, and still are, among them men who, in coarseness, bar- 
barity, and savageness, far exceed the natives, and who take 
up this trade through a propensity for unbridled licence. 
But there were, and still are, trappers who are drawn into 
the desert by an irresistible yearning for a solitary life, and 
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a Tomantic longing for danger, and who, beneath a rough 
exterior, frequently conceal deep feelings and chivalroos 
magnanimity. 

When the two trappers noticed the boat coming into the 
bay they checked their light canoe, and silently, though with 
some curiosity, awaited the arrival of the fugitivea 

In obedience to her Other's commands, Lovely steered 
straight for the canoe, while her companions shipped their 
oars, and allowed the boat to glide slowly alongside that of 
the strangers. So soon as it stopped, the old man rose, and 
after convincing himself by a glance that the pursuers would 
also enter the little bay a moment later, thus addressed the 
two men in the canoe : — 

" K you be men-if you be Christiaiis-Hiefeiid us agaiurt 
unjust persecution ! ^ 

" Who are you I " the old trapper growled in reply. 

^ We are adherents and combatants of the good old cause, 
and are pursued because we dealt out justice to the enemies 
of the Lord's community by drawing our sword for the free- 
dom of the worthy people of Old England" 

'^ Prrr ! " the trapper replied, with a shake of the head, 
**I don't understand all that lingo. Well, who are your 
pursuers I " 

" They are mercenaries,'' the younger of the fugitives said, 
with unrestrained passion, ^'of the man who calls himself 
Charles Stuart^ and through God's wrath now disgraces the 
throne of England." 

'' Lideed !" the trapper remarked, as he looked suspiciously 
at the fugitives, and tiien joined his comrade, who was seated 
at the stem of the canoe. 

"What do you think, Thorkill" he whispered to the 
latter ; *' would not that be a fine catch % Eemember the 
news we heard at New York. I tell you they are the ^ 

The rest was inaudible. 

But the youth answered with a shake of the head, '^ Xever, 
Gioot Willem ; that shall not, and must not be done." 
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" What ! must not be done ! Ay, listen to the boy 1 " 

" But, Willem, shall we put it in the power of any one to 
say of us that we refused to assist persons who asked our aid 
in the wilderness ? Besides, we do not know whether these 
men are really those you take them for, and, in any case, I 
will never consent to be the accomplice of the myrmidons of 
any Colonial government, nor do I believe you will either." 

" Certainly not, Thoriil, certainly not ; you know how I 
stand with Colonial governments — ^the duivel take them all !" 

The young man had given Lovely a compassionate glance, 
as she sat patiently with clasped hands, and only ventured at 
times a timid look at the two trappers. He now drew Groot 
Willem's attention to the girl by saying, " Just look what the 
maiden holds in her hand.'' 

" Oh, stuff ! it is a book, and none else but the Bible, 
which these Puritans drag about with them, awake or asleep." 

" Granted, But do you not notice the cord fastened round 
the book % " 

** Why, yes ; eh ! is it not a strip of wampum 1 " 

" Yes, and it is, moreover, Eoger William's wampum ; my 
eyes do not deceive me." * 

* Catlin describes this article as follows, in his work **0n the 
Manners of the North American Indians : Waimpv/m is the Indian 
name of ornaments manufactured by the Indians from vari-coloured 
shells, which they get on the shores of the fresh-water streams, and 
file or cut into bits of half-an-inch or an inch in length, and perforate 
(giving to them the shape of broken pipe-stems), wmch they string on 
deer sinews, and wear on their necks in profusion, or weave them in- 
geniously into war-belts for the waist. Among the numerous tribes 
that formerly inhabited the Atlantic coast, and that part of the 
country which now constitutes the principal portion of the United 
States, wampum has been invariably manufactured and highly 
valued as a circulating medium (instead of coins, of which the Indians 
have no knowledge), so many strings or so many handsbreadths being 
the fixed value of a horse, a gun, a robe, &c. In treaties, the wam- 
pum belt has been passed as uie pledge of friendship, and from time 
immemorial, sent to hostile tribes as the messenger of peace, or paid 
by so many fathoms' length, as tribute to conquering enemies and 
Indian kings. 
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** Wliat ! Eoger Williams's wampum % K that is the case 
we mnst not leave these people in the lurch, ThorkiL" 

'' That is my opinion ^o/' the young man added. 

With that respectful modesty with which female loveliness 
ever and in all countries inspires uncoirupted mindsy he now 
turned to Lovely : — 

''May I as^ miss, how you became possessed of the 
string of wampum which is wound round the book in your 
handr' 

" Sir," the maiden replied, confidingly, " this string of 
shells was given me, a few weeks ago, at Hartford, in Con- 
necticttt^ by a Mend of my feither and grandfather/' 

" In that case you had it from Roger Williams." 

** It is so, stranger," Lovely's father here interposed ; '* and 
I find a confirmation of his statement^ that this Indian toy 
would be recognised as the work of his hand by his white 
and red Mends scattered over this country. Eoger Williams 
is a righteous man in Israel, and hopes that on seeing this 
sign his Mends wUl become our Mends, and stand by us in 
the hour of danger. '^ 

''Nor shall bis hope be disappointed, sir," Thorkil an- 
swered ; " his wampum is the bc^ recommendation you can 
have. My paternal Mend here, WiUem Klopper — called 
Groot WiUem, for he is of Dutish origin — and I will do 
our utmost to rescue you." 

" Certainly," the old man confirmed him. " But for that 
very object we must act now, instead of chattering, and make 
haste to reach the shore, because the other boat is just 
entering the bay. Between those trees stands a species of 
block-house, which, with the surrounding land, is my pro- 
perty, and M>m that spot we can speak more safely with the 
fellows, if they feel any inclination for it." 

The shore was reached in a few strokes ; and the occupants 
of the two boats landed on the beach, which rose with a steep 
pitch, and was thickly covered with black firs. On the verge 
of the diff there stood a cabin, built of unhewn stones. 
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between four enormous trees, wMch nearly formed a regular 
square. Toward this tlie wanderers proceeded. A magnifi- 
cent wolf-dog, which was keeping guard in front of it, sprang 
toward the new comers, played round its acquaintances, and 
suspiciously sniffed at the strangers, while breaking into a 
low growl. 

" Qaiet, Prinslo, quiet !" Groot Willem ordered the well- 
trained dog, which at once obeyed, and walked tranquilly by 
the side of the party. " Thorkil," the old man continued, 
" conduct the strangers to the cabin, so that they may rest^ 
while we mount guard outside." 

Thorkil opened the door, which was made of intertwined 
oziers, hemp, and strips of buffalo hide. Lovely and the aged 
man went in; but the younger colonel stopped, examined 
his musket, and said in a slightly mistrustful tone — 

" Why are we to shut ourselves up in the house % It is 
proper for the girl ; but I will remain outside in order to be 
able to act as circumstances dictate." 

" Just as you please, man," Willem answered, drily ; ** I 
know what your thoughts are, but they are wrong, man. I 
tell you that Groot Willem and Thorkil Wikingson are not 
the men to act treacherously by those to whom they have 
promised their aid." 

" Forgive me, friend, if my fears for the life of a father and 
a child render me suspicious and unjust," the colonel said, 
and frankly offered the old wood-ranger his hand. 

"All right, all right, it's not worth talking about. Only 
look, the boat is coming close in shore. Go into the cabin, 
and leave me and Thorkil to act. If words do not avail, you 
will have plenty of work before you." 

The colonel obeyed the instructions, and went into the 
cabin. So soon as the trappers had got their weapons in 
readiness, and exchanged a few words, Thorkil took up his 
post near the hut, while Groot Willem placed himself near 
a mighty aged tree, which grew on the edge of the natural 
terrace. Here he -waited, leaning on his gun, until the boat 
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was about two lumdred paces firom the shore, while Prmslo, 
scenting a hostile yisit, suddenly ran down the cliff to the 
water side, and sent a fnrions barking to meet the approaching 
boat His master, however, recalled him by a shiill whistle, 
and the faithful dog merely followed the movements of the 
foe, panting and with bristling hair. 

In the meanwhile, Thorkil had examined the crew with an 
eagle glance, and now whispered — 

'^ They have five muskets and two brace of pistols beside, 
WiUem." 

" I can see it, boy," the other answered ; ** and the fellows 
look to me as if quite ready to use their weapons, should it be 
necessary. But they do not understand anything about bush 
fighting, or else they would not advance in an open boat 
against such a covered position as the one we hold. It seems 
to me a first-rate spot to commence an acquaintanceship, for 
we met the chief of the Thunder-canoe, as our Indian fiiends 
call liJTn, for the first time here. But matters will not end so 
peacefully to-day, unless the lads will listen to reason* What ! 
they have a redskin with them ? and a Pequod too-^the 
duivel take him and his whole tribe ! WeU, well, my roer 
will have its work to da" 

And as he raised his "roer," as he called the clumsy 
weapon, in good Dutch, to his shoulder, he shouted, in a 
perfect voice of thunder, to those in the boat — 

'' Halt ! or I shoot the man at the tiller." 

In a second, the sailors dropped their oars, and Tom Kirk, 
who was seated at the helm, revealed, by a rapid side move- 
ment of his body, that he did not regard the stranger's threat 
at all as an empty one. Seizing his gun, he therefore, with 
a half inquiry, and with a touch of anger in his voice, said to 
his comrade — 

" Who is this rude fellow 1" 

" Don't know, Tom," Kellond replied ; "probably it's one 
of the confounded woodrangers, who are also a rare breed in 
this coontiy of yennin and pealm-snufflers. Take your hand 

c2 
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off your gun, boy, or you will have a bullet in you before you 
can turn round. We must first try smooth words." 

And, as if replying to the trapper's threat, he now shouted 
to the latter — 

" Who are you, stranger 1 and by what right do you forbid 
our landing here ) '' 

^^ Who I am ? that does not concern you in the slightest. 
And if I forbid your landing, I have a perfect right to do so^ 
for I only allow people I like to enter my property. Do you 
Tjuiderstand % " 

" You behave as if you were the owner of this desert" 

" Of a portion of it, certainly ; but not of the whole, man. 
I am no braggart, and only speak the truth. And it is true 
that the forest round this bay belongs to me, and so does the 
bay too, if a man can call sea-water his. I purchased all the 
ground round here from the young Sachem of the Karragan- 
setts, so that I might hunt and fish as I liked on my own 
estate." 

"Glood, but you will be aware, stranger, that the land 
here forms part of !N'ew England; and that his Majesty King 
Charles of Great Britain and Ireland is Lord Paramount of 
I^ew England." 

" What ! Lord Paramount ? King Charles % Do you fancy 
me so stupid as to believe that any king in Europe need 
only send his ships across and have a pole with a red rag 
planted on the shore in order to subjugate these countries ? 
That may be believed in the towns and settlements for aught 
I care, but I in my forest do not care a fig for King Charles 
and his authority.'' 

"What ! you refuse to acknowledge King Charles's authority 
over New England % " 

"Yes, I do, whether you like it or not. Listen to me, 
man. New England by right belongs to nobody but the 
redskins, and your King Charles has as little claim to it 
as he has to my gun." 

"Did one ever hear a more pernicious rebell" the 
passionate Kirk cried. 
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^ Bid that hobbledehoy hold his tongae, man, unless mj 
Toer is to answer him," Gioot Willem warned, with imper- 
turbable calmness. 

^ Hold your tongue, Tom," Kellond said to his companion. 
**We are in a deuced awkward fix, for that gigantic 
scoundrel, and his comrade watching there at the block-house, 
hold a far more favourable position than we da The afiGEur 
requires sensible handling." 

And turning once more toward the trapper, he ex- 
claimed — 

'' Let us give up this useless contention, stranger. I assure 
you that we have not come here to molest you or your 
property in any way. I only wish to learn from you what 
has become of the persons whom we saw land here just now, 
and whose boat is lying on the beach 9 " 

" H'm, they are probably not fer from here." 

" Probably 1 Jolong apart^ do you know who these persons 
are?" 

" At present they are my guests." 

" You might bum your fingers terribly with such guests, 
if yon refused to listen to reason. They are two of the ^" 

" Stop, not a word more, man. So long as these persons 
are under my roo^ I guarantee them protection, whoever 
they may be. Notice that, and leave them in peace, or 
else ^" 

A significant movement of his gun revealed his purpose 
without further words. 

" But consider, stranger," Kellond continued, " you have 
two entirely different points to discuss— on one hand a handful 
of the fairest rose-nobles ; on the other, a charge of high 
treason." 

" To the duivel with your nobles, and to the duivel, too, 

with your King Charles." 

" Take care, J have the royal warrant in my pocket, as well 
as authority from the Colonial Government of Massachusetts, 
to follow, arrest, and deliver, dead or aliv^ the '' 
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" Don't bother me with all that law jargon, man j I am 
tired of the chattering, and advise you ^ 

" Go to the foul fiend with your advice," impatient Tom 
Kirk shouted savagely, and pulled trigger at the same instant 

The shot pealed through the woods with £01 interminable 
echo. When the powder smoke dispersed, not a soul was to 
be seen in the neighbourhood of the block-house ; the dog, 
too, had disappeared. 

" I have blown them away ! " Tom Kirk shouted gleefully. 
" The braggarts have run off To your oars, my men, so that 
we may reach the land." 

The sailors bent on their oars, the boat shot a-head, but it9 
speed was speedily checked. 

The Indian who was squatting in the bow of the boat^ at this 
moment cautiously raised his head above the gunwale, but with- 
drew it again instantaneously, on noticing the two trappers 
standing in readiness to fire from behind the trees. Without 
altering his position, he hurriedly clutched a gun lying in 
the boat, which he knew to be loaded, and aimed at Groot 
Willem's left shoulder, which stood out very slightly beyond 
the stem of the fir-tree. In his eagerness, however, he ex- 
posed the top part of his skull for a second to his opponent, 
and hence, ere he was able to pull trigger, the trapper's 
bullet so smashed his forehead and temples that the hot 
blood besprinkled the clothes of the nearest sailors. 

They dropped their oars with a shudder, but Kellond and 
Kirk were resolved on running aU risks, and roared to the 
sailors — 

" Give way ! give way ! we cannot withdraw, and must 
land. Hurraii for King Charles, for King Charles ! " 

On hearing this challenge the two colonels dashed, with 
upraised weapons, out of the cabin on to the terrace. 

" Destruction on the sons of Edom ! " one of them cried, 
and the other — 

'* Smite them with the edge of the sword as Joshua smote 
Adonizedek at Qibeon T' 
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^ Go and j oin your master, old XoU ! " joong Eiik shouted, 
as lie aimed at the elda of the two fagitiTes. 

But a shot from the younger trapper laid him low. In his 
fall lie dragged the gon out of the hands of his companion, 
to whom he tried to cling, and groaned — 

** It is all over — ^master — ^I shall nerer see— old FngUiMJ — 



A stream of hlood that pomed from his Iqis silenced him 
for eYer. 

With a yeQ of foiy Kellond picked np his gun and caxsed 
the sailors, who refdaed to poll fiuther. 

''Oh yes, master," Old Bill mattered; ''that is a fine 
notion. Do you fiincy we mean to be taigets for those people!" 

Then he rose from his seat and shoated to the defenders of 
the beach: — 

'* Listen, yon men ! my comrades and I wish to gire the 
thing up. Only grant ns a free retreat, and, on the word of a 
sailor, we will nerer molest yon again as long as yoa liye." 

^ Nothing of ^le sort^** Kellond yelled, bende himaelf with 
foiy ; *' I shall have my prey, dead or ahre:^ 

And he pnlled trigger, but the gun missed fire. Cmsingand 
stamping he hnrlfid it from him, and tore a pistol from his 
belt 

"Yon will have it> fool!*^ the yoonger of the fagitires 
said, in a mattered Yoice ; "" die, then, with yoor sins npon 
y oar head!" 

With these wcuds, he aimed at Kellond, and was jast about 
to fire^ when I/nrely, who had come oat of the cabin, drew 
away his aim, with gentle force, from the deadly weapon, 
and implored in her sweet roice — 

" Do not shed blood nnnecessaiily, fiither. Let as rather 
offer the Lord oar thamlra for haTing so manreUoasly protectesd 
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"Certainly, my child. Bat is it not written — ^Eye for eye 
and tooth fat tooth I" the father zemsaked, who wa» not yet 
appeased. 
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" Oh, father ! " the girl continued still more earnestly, "think 
of the more beautiful text which tells us — ' Love those that 
hate you, and do good to those who despitefuUy use you.* " 

" Lovely is right," the grandfather said, in support ; " the 
Lord has saved us from the snare of the pursuer, and we do 
not need the blood of that ill-advised man." 

On hearing Lovely's words of peace, Thorkil at once 
placed the butt-end of his gun on the ground, but Groot 
Willem, on the contrary, growled — " H*m, it would be more 
sensible to settle the matter once for all ; " still, as he did not 
wish to oppose the peaceable sentiments of his guests, he 
stepped to the brow of the cliff and shouted to the men in 
the boat — 

^ Make haste and be of^ and do not ever dare again to 
approach the hunting-grounds of Willem Klopper, or ^.*' 

An easily-understood movement of his rifle completed the 
sentence. 

Kellond had certainly noticed that he owed his life solely 
to the brave interposition of the daughter of one of the men 
he had pursued ; but for all that, in his impotent fury, he 
still held his pistol in a menacing position, until Bill, who did 
not wish the trapper's warning to be repeated, tore the weapon 
from him, saying- 

" Enough of this, master, and if you do not leave the 
people there alone for the present, I shall stick my knife into 
your body, even if I should be forced to fly to the saints." 

He then went to the tiller, turned the boat's head round, 
and ordered his comrades to begin rowing. Ere long, the 
little vessel, with its crew of living and dead, was moving 
rapidly toward the open sea. 
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CHAPTER IL 

THE NORMAN TEMPLE. 

HOSPITALITY OF THE TRAPPEKS — THE FUGITIVES CONTINUE THEIR 
JOITRNBT — h. CHRISTIAN TEMPLE FROM THE OLDEN TIMES — GOLDEN- 
HAIR'S father— the TREASURE—THE MURDER — ^THE BIVOUAC — 
DBSDEMONA— THE LISTENER — ^THE COUNCIL FIRE — ^THE SAILOR — 
THE INDIAN CHIEF — ^THB RESOLUTION — ^AWAKE OR DREAMING? 

An hour later, the block-house of Groot Willem, on which 
the beams of ^e afbemoon sun feU, lay in such deep repose, 
that no one would have conjectured the sanguinary scene that 
had taken place there so shortly before. 

The two fugitives were seated beneath one of the black 
fiis. The elder was reverently reading a psalm aloud, in 
order to testify his gratitude to the Lord, who had proved 
so gracious. At this moment, Lovely came out of the cabin, 
through whose open door might be seen a simple hearth, at 
whose crackling fire a large iron caldron was simmering, while 
a juicy joint of game was roasting on a spit, turned by the 
old trapper. The girl brought a huge wooden dish, which 
was intended to act as a plate, and placed it on the grass by 
the side of a clumsy wooden salt-box. Soon after, Groot 
Willem followed with his good things ; the meat on the spit, 
which he laid on the above-mentioned dish, and the iron pot, 
in which a bulMo-hump, the great dainty of an Lidian 
repast, had been boiled. ThorkU produced a large bark 
beaker of water, which he had drawn from a spring in the 
neighbouring bushes, and the simple meal began, which was 
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discussed with considerable appetite, but without any animated 
conversation, and ended with a thanksgiving, which Lovely 
uttered at her grandfather's request 

Groot Willem, who in no respect appeared to be one of the 
godly, pulled out his short pipe, cut out of red stone, when the 
others rose for prayer, and Med it from the pouch hanging at 
his belt with the fragrant Virginian weed, whose use the 
Europeans had learnt from the natives, and which was also 
known in the' New "World at that day under the name of 
tobacco'drinking. 

The old hunter went into the cabin to light his pipe with 
a live coal, but on this occasion the operation was not par- 
ticularly successful The door of the cabin was open, and 
the sweet sounds of Lovely's prayer smote the ear of the 
forester, who at first threw back his head petulantly, but was 
so affected by the touching sound of the voice that he was 
unable to move, removed the pipe from his lips, and repeated 
the words after the God-fearing maid in a low voice. 

When the prayer was ended, and he rejoined the others, 
the elder of the two colonels walked up to him and Thorkil, 
grasped their hands and said — 

"After the Lord, whose hand has to-day so evidently 
protected me and mine, we owe the highest gratitude to you, 
my worthy hunters ; and in order that you may be convinced 
that you have not assisted unworthy persons or criminals, 
you shall learn who we are and why we have come into the 
desert. We are ." 

" Stop, no more," Groot Willem interrupted the aged man; 
" you are our guests, and we need know no more. Besides, 
the wampum which Eoger Williams gave you, with wise 
intent, has recommended you better to us than a parchment 
with the seal and autograph of all the kings on the other 
side of the big salt lake, would have done.'' 

" But friends such as you have proved yourselves, ought 
at least to learn to whom you have so magnanimously granted 
your protection." 
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•' ISTo, no," Thorkil here interposed. " As hunters, Willem 
and I live a great deal with the red natives of this land, 
and have, consequently, assumed several Indian peculiarities. 
Among them is the certainly very laudable custom of never 
inducing a guest, even in the remotest way, to impart things 
which he wishes to retain as his secret" 

" We do not require to keep anything secret, young man," 
the younger colonel said, with an outburst of pride ; " on 
the contrary, the reason for our persecution can only dishonour 
us in the eyes of those who are renegades from the good old 
cause, and now offer incense to £aal aud burnt offerings to 
Moloch." 

" AU right, all right," Groot Willem interrupted, with some 
marks of impatience ; " we certainly would never have raised 
our hand for villains ; but there are times and circumstances 
when mere prudence commands even the worthiest men not 
to confide their names to the forst comer . . . Only tell 
us," he continued, after a pause, " how we can be of further 
service to you. I would gladly propose to you to remain a 
couple of days in Willem*s Vrolykheid, as I call my cabin 
there, because I am so fond of dwelling in this solitude, and 
you should have no lack of moss and skins for your bed, as 
well as game to eat ; but I know that by to-morrow it will 
not be safe to remain here. The death of that young hot- 
head, who fancied that an old woodranger would let himself 
be shot by a novice, will create a row along the coast, and 
the death of the Indian also bring a band of Pequods or 
Mohicans on our heels." 

^^ In that case, it will be advisable to take up our staff 
again," the old man remarked, " and on this very day seems 
your opinion." 

"There is no such hurry as all that," the elder trapper 
replied; "I will answer for it that we shall not be dis- 
turbed this night." 

^ In that case we will pass the rest of the Sabbath here 
in peace^ and set out at dawn to-morrow." 
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" Good," said "Willem, " but now permit me one necessary 
question. Where do you intend going 1" 

"To Swansea, to worthy Judge Eaton," the aged man 
answered. 

"You are going to Judge Eaton 1" Thorkil cried, with 
some excitement. 

Groot Willem gave him a disapproving look, and growled 
to himseK — "The boy is trying to assume Indian virtues, 
and forgets that self-command is one of them and, indeed, 
the highest" 

"Yes, to Judge Eaton," the old man repeated, who had not 
noticed Thorkil's disagreeable surprise. "Koger Williams 
gave us a letter for him, and* we are certain of meeting with 
a kind reception." 

"Doubtless," Thorkil replied, who had succeeded in 
mastering himself; "and if you will permit us to accompany 
you thither, you will find us ready at daybreak." 

After this had been settled, the group broke up. Willem 
went down to the shore in order to fish, while the two 
colonels entered the hut, and engaged in religious contem- 
plations, in order to conclude the Sabbath worthily. Lovely 
seated herself on a rock on the edge of the cliff, and enjoyed 
the splendour of eventide, which was shed over forest and 
sea. A few paces from her stood Thorkil, who had hung his 
gun on his back, for the purpose of pursuing small game in the 
forest The maiden noticed that he too was enchained by the 
glorious prospect, and cried to him, with childish sincerity — 

" How happy you are, that you are able to pass your life 
in God's free nature ! I have loved forest and sea from 
childhood, but it was in this country I first learned the 
magic they are able to exercise over the mind." 

"Yes," Thorkil answered, "the sea is lovely, but the 
forest is even more glorious." 

And then, encouraged by the girl's kindly sympathy, he 
began a simple description of the hunting life which he and 
his old comrade led, their wanderings through the virgin 
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forest and prairie, and their voyages on the mighty rivers, 
which they navigated in a light bark canoe. He told about 
beaver-trapping, and hunting the buffalo and elk ; but with 
especial warmth he described the dangers incurred in chasing 
the terrible grizzly bear, which, in those days, was frequently 
met with in these regions, but now dwells exclusively in the 
interminable plains at the foot of the Eocky Mountains. This 
led him to describe an Indian war, the stratagems employed 
by the natives in following a hostile trail, and how he and 
his comrade once, while engaged with this task, were surprised 
by a prairie fire, whose horror and beauty he depicted to 
the maiden in faithful colours. 

Lovely listened to him with great attention, and then 
asked him whether he had passed his life, from youth up, in 
the forests. 

"Yes," was the answer, "with the exception of a few 
years, which I spent with excellent Roger Williams, at 
Providence. The worthy man wished to educate me for a 
preacher, and gave me the requisite instruction in my young 
years ; but an irresistible yearning for a forest life, and my 
attachment to Groot Willem, who is my foster-father, and has 
ever behaved to me like a true father, drove me back again 
to him." 

Lovely was silent for a while. Then she suddenly asked — 

**So you know Judge Eaton at Swansea?" 

On hearing his name, ThorkH frowned, his eyes sparkled 
angrily, and he sharply replied- 

** Yes, I know him-" 

** The noble Williams attaches great value to tins man." 

•* I am aware of it." 

** You do not seem to like the Judge 1" 

** No, for he is my and my foster-father's foe. But let us 
say no more about him, for I do not wish to speak ill, even 
of an enemy, behind his back. Li any case, we shall escort 
you to Swansea, when you will be protected from further 
persecution." 
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The night passed away quietly. After a sleep, such as the 
fugitives had not enjoyed for a long while, the whole party 
got into the larger boat at daybreak. Impeded by no obstacles, 
they by evening had left the right arm of the great Narra- 
gansett £ay behind them, and had the coast of Ehode Island 
well in sight. Shortly after sunset, they anchored in a small 
creek on the south coast of this island, which at that day 
formed part of the territory of the Sachem of the J^arra- 
gansetts, although the Pilgrims had settled at two spots 
upon it. 

After the party had followed for a little distance a rarely 
trodden footpath in a clearing, they reached a peculiar 
building, whose grey, weatherworn walls were distinctly 
illumined by the rising moon. The spot had a solitary, 
deserted, almost ill-omened appearance. The forest grew 
close up to the antiquated tower, which was overgrown with 
ivy, and several trees boldly rose upon the haK-ruined walls. 
In the edifice and around it there prevailed a deathly silence, 
only interrupted by the rustling of a stream, which poured 
its water into a clumsy, broken basin on one side of the 
building. 

" We have ended our journey for to-day, as we have reached 
our night-quarters,'* said Thorkil, as he opened a door con- 
cealed behind bushes, and passed through it. In a few 
moments, he returned with a pine torch, and requested the 
guests to follow him. They entered a hall, whose eight thick 
pillars formed a rotunda with the roughly-hewn roof Bound 
the hall ran a low passage, communicating with the interior 
by several openings. In a wide niche between two pillars, 
three steps led to a large stone slab, which must once have 
formed the foundation of an altar, and was now used as a 
hearth. By the side of the niche stood a basin, clumsily 
carved out of sandstone, which resembled the font in old 
Catholic churches. Judging from its interior and exterior 
construction, the edifice appeared to date from the eleventh or 
twelfth century. 
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After the young trapper had placed the torch in an iron 
hracket on one of the pillars, he retired to make arrange- 
ments for the supper and beds of the guests. Groot Willem 
in the meanwhile kindled a fire on the hearth, and when he 
noticed the surprise of the strangers at this peculiar building, 
he said — 

" I £uicy yon would like to know where you are % This is 
an ancient Korman building, formerly used as a church, and 
erected by the ancestors of my young friend ThorkiL" 

^' The young hunter^s ancestors )" the old man inquired, in 
surprise. 

" Certainly ; and if we may beheve the family traditions, 
Thorkil has good reason to be proud of his descent. But in 
our forests fiEunily pride, which is so pompously displayed in 
England and Holland, is regarded as folly. Here a man is 
only valued according to his own worth." 

" But Thorkil's ancestors must have lived here very long 
ago, if this building was really erected by them." 

" So it is ; and I have no doubt you are acquainted with 
the legend, that long before the discovery of America by 
Columbus, Norman seafarers visited these shores from Ice- 
land and Greenland. That the legend is true is proved by 
this building, which was evidently erected by white men and 
Christians. But say nothing about it in ThorkiPs presence. 
The remembrance of it pains the poor lad, and not without 
reason — ^for look you," the old trapper continued, in a low 
voice^ as he pointed to a loose slab in the floor near the font, 
" his father was murdered here." 

" What ! Thorkil's father— murdered T 

** Yes, murdered ; and for the sake of a treasure which one 
of his ancestors buried here. He was aware of the fact and 
where the gold must lie, and hence came across &om Iceland 
with his son, who was then but a child. He must have been 
on the point of lifting the treasure, when he was treacherously 
murdered. The lad was asleep while the crime was being 
committed, and when, on awakmg, he only found his father^s 
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stiffened corpse, he threw himself upon it, and clung to it 
with heartrending shrieks of agony, till chance brought me 
here. I took the orphan lad home with me." 

"And was the murderer discovered 1" 

" Not yet ; but God knows him, and I, too, believe that 
I know him. So soon as we have acquired a certainty, the 
villain shall die — die on this very stone where he murdered 
and robbed. We hold the trail ; but silence ! here comes the 
boy." 

We have already mentioned the low passage which ran 
round the interior of the building, and had several doors, 
leading to small cells, probably used in the olden times for 
keeping the sacred vessels, or else as residences for the clergy. 
In these rooms the two trappers now prepared for their guests 
soft beds of moss, buffalo and bear-skins, on which they did 
not require to woo sleep long. 

Lovely, too, enjoyed a refreshing sleep for several hours of 
the night, during which dreams bore her far away from the 
present into the past — from the New World to her old home. 
She saw herself on the green turf of the park which, watered 
by the rustling waves of the youthful Thames, surrounded her 
grandfather's house. There, on the stone steps of the old 
mansion, stood her grandfather by the side of a lovely pale 
woman, his daughter ; and not far from them sat, in the shadow 
of a centennial oak, a pretty girl, on whose knees one of the 
heavy folios of those days lay open, which she appeared most 
attentively engaged in reading. The dreamer recognised in 
the reading girl her sister, and wished to call her by name, 
but was unable to do so. In vain she strove to utter the 
beloved name : her tongue was under a spelL Suddenly 
some one outside seemed to come to her aid, for the sought- 
for word " Desdemona," distinctly struck her ear. 

Was she still dreaming or awake) She did not know 
herself but she sat up and listened attentively whether a 
similar sound might not interrupt the silence of the night 

All remained quieti 
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And yet, now the name was repeated outside, in 

the hall, from which Lovely was merely separated by a thin 
wicker partition. 

She distinctly heard a deep, full, masculine voice saying — 

" I tell you again, Desdemona will not allow my flag to be 
mixed up in the affair before Metacom has given his promise, 
and you, sachem, have your security for it." 

Another male voice, whose sharp notes could only belong 
to an Indian, replied in broken English — 

" Paleface fofly ! When was the voice of a squaw allowed 
to be raised at the council-fire of the chiefs ? " 

"Pah, sachem," the previous voice continued, "we are 
not talking about your squaws, who, I allow, possess their 
good points — we are speaking of the queen of my ship, and 
a distinction mnst be drawn, I rather fancy." 

" The chief of the thunder-ship has a squaw, then, chief 1 " 

"Sachem," the other answered seriously, "you do not 
understand it" 

"What does my brother mean?" the Indian asked 
quietly. 

" That my brother does not know the qualities of the white 
women, nor the position which they, in consequence, assume 
in the society of white men. That can only be learnt in the 
old world, and best of all in la belle France" 

Lovely, who had not lost a word of this strange conversation, 
now rose from her bed, and with pardonable curiosity crept 
lightly to the door of her sleeping apartment, through which 
a bright light from the rotunda penetrated. Her heart beat 
violently, for the name Desdemona aroused in her reminis- 
cences connected with the happiest, but also the saddest, 
hours of her childhood, and vividly brought before her the 
heart-breaking scene, in which her father, driven to madness 
by grief and anger, cursed her beloved sister in her presence 
by the bedside of her scarcely dead mother, and then drove 
her from the threshold of her home. 

Lovely had since often recalled that unhappy scene, but 

D 
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never had it risen before so viBibly and terribly as now, when 
the name of her dear sister, which was weighed down by a 
curse, so unexpectedly struck her ear, as if she were about to 
obtain information about her lost sister. She fixed her eyes 
intently on the nocturnal picture which the interior of the 
old church offered* 

On the ruined altar the fire was burning again, and fantas- 
tically lit up the surrounding objects. On ^e steps of the 
altar were seated four men, among whom Lovely at once recog- 
nised her two protectors, proot Willem and Thorkil ; but the 
other two were perfect strangers to her. 

One of them, judging &om his demeanour, appeared to 
belong to the educated classes, although his dress contradicted 
the assumption, for he wore common sailor's clothes, consisting 
of a long jacket of dark-coloured cloth, wide, baggy, canvas 
breeches, and clumsy jack-boots. Certainly, a strong contrast 
to this simple dress was offered by the snow-white, lace-edged 
shirt collar, and the broad gold-emboidered silk girdle, in 
which two artificially chased and lavishly ornamented pistols, 
and a gold-hilted dagger, were thrust, and the same was the case 
also with a costly diamond ring, which adorned the stranger's 
left hand. He was of middle height, and his form appeared 
to be graceful rather than powerful. A rich profusion of dark 
brown, carefully tended, curls fell down on his shoulders. 
His features were delicate and noble, the lofty forehead, long 
thin nose, and finely carved, small mouth, aided no little to 
heighten the beauty of his face, and the large, dark, fiery eyes 
imparted to it at one moment a roguish, at another an im- 
perious or dignified, expression. A remarkably full moustache, 
whose points hung down on his chesty while cheek and chin 
were most carefully shaved, imparted a striking appearance to 
the stranger. 

Opposite to this man, who might indubitably have been 
called a model of the white race, sat another who, to an equal 
extent, was a model of the red race — for never was a finer 
form than his seen in the primeval forests of America. The 
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Indkn, vKo was BmfiAjBg hen tiie pqie of cotnicfl whh thrc^ 
white men, wu tall and gEscefbDr buh* and in tlie Aower 
of his age. He p osaeeeed aD the heantr that is pecolttr to 
his race — the fiery, and jet «eiiBil)le>kK?^iiig ere : the |wxid 
Roman nose, and the firm chin, that lereais omgr; while his 
foiehead was leas soddenlj letracted, and the die^bmea 
did not stand oat so prominentlT as in other men of his race. 
His face was not painted, as is usual with Indian wamctsy in 
order to render themedTes temble in the sight of their foes ; 
his glance xeTeakd a han^tr selfcomplacencTy and his lare 
smfle imputed to him a winning pfeasantnessL His foil 
black haVy which, when he stood up^ almc^ touched the 
groond, hung in glistening waves down his hack. He was 
nu^nificentl J attiied, at least, according to the ideas of his 
nation. His head-cbess was composed of ermine and the 
el^antly-arranged featheis of the golden eagle, and he wore 
a species of tunic, formed of two deer hides sewn together, 
the seams along the anns being corered with an elegant 
embroideiy of porcupine qmlls. The lower edge was decorated 
with a finnge of Uack hair, deriTed 6om the scalp-locks 
of the foes he had slain. His breeches and mocassins were 
also made of deer hide, and adorned in the same war with 
quills and scalp-locksL Orer his left shoulder hung loosely 
a buffido robe^ displaying embroidery on the inner side. In 
his belt were thrust his tomahawk and scalping knife, while 
on his back hung a quiver of panther-skin, with a three-foot 
bow. In his hand he held an Indian pipe, whose tube 
measured from three to four feet. There was a natural, un- 
assumed dignity about the chiefs whole demeanour. 

When the white man bad instructed him as to the position 
of the squaws of his tribe, the chief raised the pipe to his 
lips and veiled hiniRftlf in a dense doud of smoke. 

A silence ensued for some minutes, which was broken by 
the seaman, who b^an humming^ first gently, and then con- 
stantly louder, the tune of a French dkanwmy until the old 
trapper at length gave him a look of disappruvaL 
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" Pardon me, my friends " — he then broke off his tune — 
" but qu/t voulez votLs ? I cannot accustom myself to the stiff 
solemnity of your councils in the Indian style." 

" I am not surprised at it," the old trapper retorted, with 
a shrug of the shoulders ; " everybody knows that the 
French can do nothing without making an unnecessary row 
over it." 

" Well returned, though not particularly polite, old 
growler," the seaman said, with a laugL ^'But we must 
•make up our mind," he added more seriously, " for, ere day 
breaks, I must have left this island a long way astern of my 
boat/' 

The Indian, who had paid no attention to this dialogue, 
now offered the pipe to the old himter, and said with a polite 
bow — 

" What does my father think 1 " 

Groot Willem, owing to his repeated and lengthened inter- 
course with the natives, had acquired many of their habits. 
Hence he did not answer directly, but received the offered 
pipe with dignified tranquillity ; took several pulls at it^ and 
then said with due emphasis — 

" The chief of the thunder-canoe is a great warrior. My 
son, the sachem, is aware of this 1 " 

"Yes." 

"A great warrior does not form his resolutions without 
due consideration." 

" He does so, my father, but he does not lend his ear to 
the suggestions of a squaw." 

" Does not the great sachem of the Wampanogs also listen 
to the voice of Wetamoc 1 " 

The Indian nodded an affirmative. After a slight pause, 
the trapper continued significantly — 

*' Metacom heeds the words of Wetamoc, and yet Weta- 
moc is a woman." 

"Wetamoc is very sensible," the Indian remarked em- 
phatically. 
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" Yes, Wetamoc is clever/' Groot Willem retorted. " But 
I know a woman who is even cleverer than Wetamoc." 

" My father means Ih-nis-kin, whose eye sparkles like the 
rising sun, and whose voice sounds as sweetly as the morning 
breeze amid the young leaves." 

" Yes, sachem, I mean Ih-nis-kin, as you call her — I mean 
the wife of the chief of the thunder canoe." 

With a graceful gesture the Indian laid his right hand on 
his heart as a sign of his respect for the person named. 

" Thank you, sachem, for the honour you do my wife," the 
seaman now remarked. ** So you call her ' Ih-nis-kin 1 ' 
May I ask what that means in English % " 

" Crystal" 

" * Crystal ? ' — a very pretty name that, 'parole cChonneur I 
This Indian gallantry will please my Desdemona." 

Groot WiUem brought the conversation again to the aflPair 
which appeared to be the object of their nocturnal meeting, 
and said, as he turned again to the red warrior, — 

" My son the sachem now knows the opinion of the chief 
of the thunder-ship. It is also mine. If the tomahawk is 
raised, it must not strike the innocent and defenceless. That 
is contrary to all justice, and a horror to white men." 

The Indian looked down on the ground, and was silent for 
awhile. Then he added, with evident self-restraint, while 
savage malice sparkled in his eyes, — 

" The opinions of the Pale-faces are as changeable as spring 
weather. Did not they help to shed innocent blood when 
they surrendered the great Miantonomo to his deadly enemy, 
Uncas, so that he might be treacherously murdered ? Where 
was their feeling of justice then ] " 

" It was an awful barbarity, a shameful murder. And if 
the sachem wishes to avenge it, let him do so, but not on 
defenceless people, for Groot Willem*s roer will never be 
pointed at women and children." 

"When the tomahawk of the red warriors has once 
tasted blood, it is drunk, like the Pale-faces with their 
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fire-water. It rages then without caring where its blows 
fall." 

" But it must care, sachem, I insist. Groot Will^m will 
have as little to do with drunken tomahawks as with drunken 
colonists, like those who live at Mount Wallaston.'* 

Another pause ensued. At the expiration of a few minutes 
the Indian rose, walked up to the old trapper, and said, as he 
lightly touched the scar produced below his right temple by 
cutting.off his ear, — 

"My father has grown very old. The evil spirit has 
-weakened his memory. He has forgotten what hand dealt 
this wound." 

The old trapper started back at the touch, and then his 
face became blood-red. But he quickly overcame his excite- 
ment, and replied with that cold tranquillity which is so 
highly esteemed by the red race, — 

" No, iNaragansett, that is not forgotten, and the hour will 
come when it shall be repaid with interest." 

" Good," the sachem observed, as he returned to his seat ; 
^\ my brother Golden-hair can speak." 

Groot Willem now handed the calumet of council, with 
the same formality with which he had received it, to his 
companion Thorkil, who had hitherto observed a modest 
silence. The young man took several pulls at the pipe, and 
being conversant with the oratory of the Indians, which 
rarely approaches the subject directly, he asked the chief, 
who was looking at him with expectant glances, — 

" I presume that my brother still loves Eoger Williams as 
his paternal friend ? " 

" Haddoh Manitoo* is beloved by all the children of the 
red race. He is dear to my heart." 

"And has my brother forgotten the lessons which the 
Tongue of the Grood Spirit gave him V* 

The Indian became embarrassed, and was silent for an 
instant. Then he objected : — 

* The tongue of the good spirit. 
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^^ The Manitoo of the Pale-fetces is not the Manitoo of the 
red men.** 

" We will not argue that point, sachem. But the death- 
shriek of murdered women and children is only pleasant to 
the evil spirit." 

" But is the death-rattle of a father, who is killed by a 
wicked Fale-&ce, by the side of his sleeping child, pleasant to 
the !Manitoo of the Pale-faces % " the sachem asked, as he fixed 
his eyes on the loose slab near the fort. 

Thorkil turned pale, for his eyes had followed the same 
direction. As he gave no answer, the sachem continued, in a 
monotonous voice, — 

" White man's sight very weak, but the eyes of the red 
men are sharp. I see a dead man whose son hesitates to 
raise the tomahawk of vengeance." 

These words did not fail to produce their eflPect. Thorkil's 
repressed fury broke forth, and as he laid his hand on the 
hilt of his knife with a menacing gesture, he answered, in a 
trembling voice, — 

"Vengeance shall fall on the guilty man, so sure as my 
name is Thorkil Wikingson." 

The sachem gave the young man a satisfied look, and then 
said : — 

**My white brothers must know what they have to do. 
But what am I to say to the great sachem of the Wam- 
panogs ? " 

" Tell him," the sailor here interposed, " that we accept his 
proposition, and will meet him at the appointed rendezvous. 
Tell him, furthermore, that we are ready to combat our 
mutual foes with him and you, but only under the conditions 
laid down by us, from which we shall not depart.*' 

" Yes, tell him that," Groot Willem said, in confirmation, 
** and also ^*' 

A growl from Prinslo, who was lying at his master's feet, 
interrupted him. Probably the attentive animal had heard 
one of listening Lovely's gentle movements, or noticed the 
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awakening of one of the fugitives who were sleeping in a cell 
by the side of the maiden's. 

" Pst 1 " the old trapper said warningly. He then rose 
and walked gently to the entrance of the rotunda^ after 
making his companions a sign to follow him. 

Filled with gloomy forebodings, Lovely lay down again on 
her couch. She could not conceal from herself that a most 
eventful secret had just been half revealed to her, and she 
tried to unriddle the dark hints and threats she had heard, 
and to bring them into connexion with possibilities, until 
she was again overpowered by sleep, which was only inter- 
rupted by her father's voice summoning her at daybreak. 
When, on entering the rotunda, she saw the two trappers, 
and was quietly greeted by them, she really was unable to 
determine whether the occurrences of the past night had 
been a dream or a reality. 
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CHAPTEE III. 



THE MESSENGER. 

THE INDIAN TRIBES — A DECLARATION OF WAR — THE ALLIANCE 
AMONGST THE COLONISTS — MIANTONOMO AND UNCAS — NEW PER- 
SECUTIONS — ^THB SETTLEMENTS — A PAPAL BULL — BUCCANEERS AND 
FILIBUSTERS — TORTUGA — THE BRETHREN OF THE COAST — EL EXTER- 
MINADOR — THE INDIAN GIRL— A SECRET DETECTED — THE WARNING 
— RAISING THE TOMAHAWK — FRIENDSHIP'S GIFT. 

At the begmning of our narrative we told our young readers 
that the first settlers of New England were Puritans, who 
sought beyond the ocean a place for the free exercise of their 
faith, and, as they expressed themselves in their biblical 
phraseology, fled from the "Goshen of serfdom," as they 
considered their native land, in order to settle in the " Ca- 
naan of liberation.*' 

When the pilgrims arrived in the New World, the coasts, 
islands, forests, and prairies of New England were inhabited 
by few Indian tribes, divided again among themselves into an 
infinitude of smaller clans. First came the Pokanokets, in 
the present state of Massachusetts and a small portion of 
Bhode Island, among whom the thbe of the Wampanogs was 
the chief; secondly, the Naragansetts, living to the west of 
the Wampanogs ; thirdly, the tribes of Connecticut, among 
which the Pequods and the Mohicans, standing under their 
supremacy, were the most respected ; fourthly, the Massa- 
chusetts j and fifthly, the Pawntucketts, in New Hampshire. 



• 
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perty of the white men, and the relics of the defeated tribe 
were treated as subjects. 

The terror and mourning into which the young colony was 
thrown by the Pequod war, as well as the constantly threat- 
ening danger from the natives, induced the settlers to form 
an offensive and defensive alliance with all the New England 
colonies against every external foe. This union so greatly 
augmented the power of the colonies, that they were thus 
enabled to prescribe laws to the Indians. Uncas submitted 
unreservedly to the white men, but the incessant progress of 
the intruders allowed the haughty and clever Miantonomo 
no peace, especially when the later settlers no longer observed 
the equitable and indulgent conduct of the Pil^im Fathers 
toward the red men, but gave them cause for well-founded 
complaints by repeated encroachments on their territory. 
Miantonomo, therefore, brooded for some time over plans 
against the pale-faces, and also tried to win over Uncas to 
Ms side ; but the latter was so ^voured by the white men, 
that he refused to join the Naragansetts against them. As a 
result of this, Miantonomo declared war against the Mohican 
chief, but fell in the first encounter, through the treachery of 
two minor chiefe, into the hands of his opponent, who de- 
livered him to the colonists of Connecticut The Colonial 
Council was of the opinion that there was no security for 
Uncas or the white men so long as Miantonomo, whose inde- 
fatigable hatred was notorious, remained alive, and hence his 
death was resolved on. But, in order that his blood might 
not inflict a stain on the colony, he was delivered for slaughter 
to his enemy Uncas, who dashed in his brains with a club on 
the territory of the Mohicans. The spot where this murder 
was committed is still known as the " Sachem's Plain." The 
!N'aragansetts burst into an indescribable fury on receiving 
the news ; but vengeance had to be deferred. The scandalous 
murder was not forgotten, however, and we have heard the 
Indian chief allude to it at the nocturnal conference. 

The Pokanokets kept most independent of the supremacy 
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of the Ti^hite men, at their head being the tribe of the Wam- 
panogs, who had concluded a treaty of friendship with the 
colonists of New England. Metacom, their sachem, called 
by the white men King Philip, one of the most distinguished 
men ever produced by an Indian tribe, was at the same time 
a federal chief of the Pokanokets. In him too glowed a pro- 
found hatred of the white intruders, and he made it the object 
of his life to purify the hunting grounds of his fathers from 
the pale-fjEu^es. For a lengthened period he managed with 
true Indian cunning to conceal his intentions, and it was not 
till 1670 that he sdlowed his hostile sentiments to be more 
distinctly noticed. At the period when our story is laid he 
interrupted in an awful manner the peace which had been 
certainly disturbed at intervals, but usually patched up again. 

Although the colonists had only themselves to trust to in 
such perils fix)m the red inhabitants, and they arranged their 
local government and ecclesiastical life entirely in their own 
way, still they regarded themselves, though separated from 
the mother country by the Atlantic, as subjects of the crown 
of England, and consequently watched the events that agitated 
their old home with great attention and sympathy. The con- 
tinued persecution of the Nonconformists brought hundreds, 
even thousands, annually across the sea to the land where 
their brethren who had preceded them had found a free 
home. When, therefore, the persecution began in England of 
the members of the High Court who had condemned Charles I. 
several of these men, in order to escape death from the hand 
of the executioner, fled to New England, where they were 
hospitably received by the colonists, and secretly protected 
against the agents of royal vengeance, who followed the fugi- 
tives. 

One of our modem historians compares the history of 
America with that of Eome. As on the foundation of the 
eternal city a strange mixture of men flocked together from 
all parts of Italy, in order to seek safety, a residence, and 
plunder on the banks of the Tiber, so — shortly after the dis- 
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covery of the new hemisphere — all the maritime nations of 
Europe sent bands of emigrants to the boundless coasts of 
scantily-populated America. 

But a small portion of these crossed the Atlantic with 
such pure intentions as the English Puritans. The far 
greater number were impelled by ambition, a yearning for 
adventures and unbridled licence, but, above all, by a desire 
for plunder ; for the renown of the immeasurable riches 
which were found in the conquered countries was a tempta- 
tion which urged the spirit of enterprise to extraordinary 
deeds of daring, and induced a second migration of the 
nations, which from year to year swelled to enormous pro- 
portions, and is going on in our own times, whether a man 
desires to dig for gold in the Califomian mines, to hold a 
farm on the prairie, or to gain a better reward for his labour 
than is possible in Europe. 

The various nations probably selected the spots where they 
settled in accordance with the nature of the climate ; for the 
more northern ones, such as the French, Dutch, and English, 
principally settled in North America, Mexico, and the West 
Indian islands. The Spaniards had obtained, in the year 
1493, from Pope Alexander VL, a formal gift of the newly 
discovered lands, to which, by the way, neither Pope nor 
Spain had the slightest claim, and of whose extent both 
donor and donee had not a notion. Belying on this Bull, the 
Spaniards considered themselves the sole legitimate owners of 
the Transatlantic coasts, and consequently treated the sea- 
farers of other nations, who had the audacity to navigate 
waters which they regarded as appertaining to the territory 
which the Vicegerent of Christ had given them, as pirates. 
This, however, did not in the least prevent English, Dutch, 
and French adventurers and merchants from trying their 
fortunes in the new world ; and thus the seas between the 
tropics and principally the West Indian waters became the 
arena for savage contests, in which daring adventurers of 
different nations, but more especially French, took part. 
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A nxunber of such adyenturers settled on the small island 
of Tortuga, and occupied themselves there with the chase, 
for which the coast of Hayti, close at hand, and swarming 
with wild boars and bulls, offered a splendid field. They 
were called buccaneers, a word derived from the Indian 
haucan, which indicates the spot where the hunters dry and 
smoke their meat together, or, also, the Dutch fireplace which 
is erected for the purpose. When they, however, in spite of 
their peacefal mode of life, were disturbed by the Spaniards, 
they requited hostility with hostility, and joined with the 
alr^Etdy existing filibuster company on the island of St. Kitt's 
to form a company under the title of the " Brethren of the 
Coasty" which soon grew into a piratical State, that inflicted 
Mghtfiil injury on the Spaniards; for they principally at- 
tacked the Spanish plate-fleets, which conveyed to Europe 
the produce of the American silver mines. Crowded into 
open, fewt-sailing boats (fly-boats, whence the name of fili- 
buster has been derived), they defied the elements in the open 
sea and amid the coralline reefs of the Antilles, and dashed 
•with mad daring at every Spanish ship they came across, 
even the largest and best armed. When they had pulled 
near enough to their foe, their marksmen kept up such an 
effectual fire at the portholes of the attacked ship, that the 
cannon could not be properly served, although a single well- 
aimed broadside from them would have annihilated the 
pirates. If the latter succeeded in boarding, they usually cut 
down the entire crew ; for the fiUbusters granted no pardon, 
as they accepted none. In this way, inter alioy the filibuster 
captain, Michel Basque, captured a plate-ship, with a million 
of piastres on board. Tortuga, where a powerful fort was 
built, afforded an admirable spot in which to keep the booty. 

In the contests which took place between the Spaniards 
and filibusters, a series of heroes sprang up among the 
** Brethren of the Coast," who performed deeds, many of 
which seemed absolutely impossible. Thus Pierre le Grand 
boarded, with only twenty-eight men, the Spanish Admiral's 
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galleon, after he had made a hole in his own boat 
to leave his men only the choice between victory a* 
The most formidable among these heroes, howey 
Frenchman from Languedoc, of the name of Montba 
lad, he had read of the awful cruelty which the Spani - 
tised on the primitive inhabitants of the West Lidit 
— a fiirious hatred of the Spaniards filled his mind; i 
he learnt that the filibusters were their most inve 
ponents, he resolved to join the "Brethren of fh< 
through an impulse of noble revenge. He soon bt 
terror of the West Indian seas, and the Spania 
correctly gave him the name of El Exterminador. 
I must ask pardon for this long historical digre^ 
it was absolutely necessary for a proper comprehensi 
story. I wiU now return to the narrative, which i 
thought I have too long neglected. 

Should you have ever been in a large forest on 
summer morning, did you not become gradually afife' 
feeling of devotion, as if you were in a mighty Cf 
Did you not enjoy the fresh smell of rosin, the sooth' 
pering of the leaves, and the rustling of the tree-cio 
thousand-throated chant of the birds, and the gold' 
pencils of light which fall through the wilc&y-i] 
branches % But did you not feel, at the same time, 
happy and glad in the green fragrant forest solitude \ 

Such, at any rate, were the feelings of the maiden 
a bright June morning, walked alone along a luu 
scarce traceable, footpath through one of the virgin 1 
New England. The fatigue of a long winding rwwl L 
the maiden's cheeks of a brighter red. She had d 
her long dark dress, in her right hand she held 
earthenware pitcher, and on her left arm she canieu 
closed osier basket, which, judging from the movemen 
bearer, was almost too heavy for her delicate fbi 
readers have probably already guessed that we 
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here again the diarmiDg maid, whose acquaintance we have 
formed under the significant name of Lovely. 
, When Lovely arrived at an aged live oak, whose dark 
foliage was covered in every direction with flashing silver- 
grey tufts of Spanish moss, she stopped for a moment in its 
shadow to rest. She eagerly inhaled the fresh forest-breeze, 
and her sparkling eyes revealed that she was enchanted by 
the magic^ splendo^ of the virgin forest, with its luxuriant 
vegetation and the mysterious shadows of its rarely trodden 
gloom. After she had remained for a while engaged in con- 
templation, she walked thoughtfully on, and the skill with 
which she avoided the obstacles which the closely inter- 
twined llianas frequently formed in her track, showed plainly 
that she was well acquainted with her road. On reaching 
the bank of a rustling stream, she ascended a steep height, 
taking as her guide the water that poured down it. On 
reaching the summit, she leapt over a second rivulet, which 
here joined the larger cascade, then walked up to a gigantic 
pine, and resolutely entered the scrub by its side. After 
proceeding a few yards, the bushes parted, and Lovely entered 
a narrow clearing, which was closely inclosed on three sides 
by immense oaks, pines, and maples, and on the fourth by a 
wildly fissured group of rocks surmounted by lofty pines. 
A copious spring burst with a murmuring sound out of a cleft 
in the weatherworn stone. 

The spot was so hidden, quiet, and solitary, that it might 
have been fencied no human foot had ever trodden it. But 
Lovely had been here on many a morning already, in order to 
fulfil a sacred duty, and fill her pitcher with the clear spring- 
water. On every occasion, and on this day as well, she re- 
garded the wildly beautiful spot with pleasure, then she set 
her basket on the moss, and stooped down to dip her pitcher 
into the sparkling water. 

Bat, ere the pitcher was filled, she suddenly rose again 
with a slight cry of terror. 

She had noticed a dark human form in a rock-cleft close 
to her. B 
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Her alarm was relieved, however, when she saw an Indian 
girl come forward and advance towards her, who, with a 
friendly gesture, extended her right hand, and addressed her 
in comprehensible, though peculiar English^ and with a foreign 
accent. 

"Young squaw not fear me, Hih-lah-dih friend of young 
Paleface girl ; is no warrior who wants a scalp." 

The smile and the soft sweet voice of the pretty-looking 
Indian girl, tranquillized Lovely entirely, the more so as, 
dming her residence in Connecticut, she had frequent oppor- 
tunities of meeting natives, and acquiring some knowledge 
of their style of speech, and other peculiarities. 

The Indian girl's appearance was quite adapted to win 
over anybody, and more especially a youthful person. The 
red girl was of middle height, most deHcately formed, and 
displayed in every movement and gesture an inimitable grace. 
Her features could be called beautiful ; and from her large 
black eyes, which floated in bluish white, gleamed a tender- 
ness which, however, passed over into a sparkhng lustre in 
moments of excitement. Her dress was simple but tastefuL 
She wore a tunic of dark woollen stuff and trousers of the 
the same, and mocassins which were decorated with em- 
broidery of porcupine quills. Her brilliantly bL'wk hair was 
fastened into a plain knot behind, round which a pink silk 
handkerchief was wound like a turban ; and round her grace- 
ful neck she wore a coral necklace with a gold clasp. 

On hearing the Indian girFs quieting remarks, Lovely did 
not hesitate about returning her greeting kindly. She clasped 
tl\e stranger's proffered hand, and said cordially : — 
. " My sister is welcome." 

Hih-lah-dih returned the pressure of the hand, laid her 
left hand on the white maiden's right shoulder, and examined 
her newly acquired friend from head to foot with searching 
glances. 

While being thus surveyed, Lovely looked down with a 
blush. 
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" Oh, not turn red," the native said, with a childish laugh ; 
*' not necessary to feel ashamed ; my white sister very fair, 
much fairer than all the young squaws in the wigwams of the 
Palefaces j almost fairer than Di-nis-kin on the great thunder- 
canoa'* 

Lovely was surprised at this unfeigned outburst of admira- 
tion, but still more at the name of Ih-nis-kin, which here 
smote her ear again, and reminded her of that strange 
nocturnal scene in the ruins on Ehode Island. She was on 
the point of inquiring about this Ih-nis-kin, but the Indian 
girl did not allow her time to do so, for she continued : — 

" My white-face brother. Golden-hair — " 

*' Golden-hair ? Thorkil Wikingsonl" Lovely interrupted 
her — ^whose grateful mind was pleased to learn something 
about her rescuer. 

"Thorkil Wikingson," the Indian repeated, with some 
difficulty, "not good name for Indian mouth; Golden-hair 
sounds prettier. Yes," she then continued, in her hearty 
tone, " my brother. Golden-hair, told me I should find my 
sister thus. So would be her eyes, her hair, her mouth. But 
what is the name of my sister 1 '' 

" I was christened. Lovely - in - the - sight - of- the - Lord 
Cordelia." 

When the Indian heard this long name, she burst into a 
loud peal of laughter. 

Probably some of my readers will feel the same as Hih- 
lah-dih, and scarce refirain from a smile. But this name was 
not so absurd as many others; for the Puritans not only 
selected for preference Biblical names, such as Zerubbabel, 
Obed-edom, Jedediah, Miriam, Zebedee, &c., but also added 
texts to the Christian names, which modestly followed after 
them. Thus there were names like the following : — ^Live- 
for-the-Kesurrection Jeroboam Emer — Whatever-the-sinful 
may -commence -praise -the -Lord Ezekiel Pimpleton. For 
female names moral attributes, such as Hope, Love, Tem- 
perance, and so on, were extremely popular. As Lovely's 
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mother wished to give her child the name of Cordelia, the 
fether added to it the long text, in order to conceal, as far as 
possible, a name which he considered too worldly. Usually, 
however, the maiden was only called by the first word, Lovely. 

" Long name that ! " the Indian said, stUl laughing. " Long 
as the Connecticut river, too long for Indian memory ; Lovely 
enough, Lovely fine ; my brother, Grolden-hair, call my white- 
face sister Lovely." 

And when she noticed Lovely's slight embarrassment, she 
continued : — 

" My sister not angry because Hih-lah-dih laugh at long 
name % " 

"No, no," Lovely replied, who was growing more and 
more attached to this charming child of nature. "And so 
your name is Hih-lah-dih ?" 

" Yes, look, the spring there, greatly renowned among my 
people; redmen call it Hih-lah-dih; that is, with English 
persons, the pure spring. As I came into the world by the 
side of the spring, the squaws gave me its name." 

" Oh, indeed ! Well, Hih-lah-dih sounds prettily, and 
has a fine meaning. Has my sister come into the neighbour- 
hood of the settlements in order to see the place of her birth 
once more?" 

"Hih-lah-dih," the Indian answered, as she threw her 
arm affectionately round Lovely's neck, " Hih-lah-dih came^ 
not to seek the place of her birth, but her white sister." 

" What, to seek me 1 " Lovely asked in surprise. 

" Yes," the red girl said, " Hih-lah-dih has come to seek 
white sister, and was yesterday in her hiding-place at the 
spring when Lovely filled her pitcher in order to give drink 
to the grey-haired white warrior and the great white warrior." 

With a shout of alarm, Lovely liberated herself from the 
arms of the Indian girl, whose words revealed a secret which, 
as she imagined, was only known, beside herself, to Judge 
Eaton, his confidential servant, and, since yesterday, to a 
third person. 
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Hih-lah-dih at once guessed the cause of Lovely's agitation, 
and hence said, in a soothing voice : — 

" My sister not be afraid ; Indians have sharp eyes — see 
by day, see by night, everything that happens in the forests — 
see above the clouds — see beneath the earth. In the same 
way, they see the trail of two great warriors who took the 
scalp of a great sachem in the country of the white men, on 
the other side of the big salt lake. Indians have sharp ears, 
too — ^hear everything they want to hear. Hih-lah-dih heard 
yesterday everything that my white sister said on the road 
from the cave, to the Plymouth warrior, whom the red people 
call the Little Fire Spitter." 

These remarks of the Indian heightened Lovely's alarm 
still more. She was so embarrassed, that she was unable 
to utter> word, but only clasped her hands and gave the red 
girl an imploring glance. 

" Oh, not be fnghtened," Hih-lah-dih continued soothingly; 
" red people not betray cave to any white face. Wampanogs, 
Pokanokets, ITaragansetts, faithful to their friends, faithful to 
Haddoh-Manitoo, who is friend of red man. Oh ! red man 
gladly protect the friends of the Tongue of the Good Spirit" 

"Does my sister come from Eoger WiUiams, whom her 
people call the Tongue of the Good Spirit 1'* Lovely asked, 
to some extent quieted by the mention of this name. 

"Hih-lah-dih listens gladly to the voice of the Haddoh- 
Manitoo, which sounds soft as the rustling of the spring 
wind in the young foliage,'* the Indian answered, in the 
picturesque language of her nation. " But Hih-lah-dih 
not seen the Tongue of the Good Spirit for many moons. She 
comes up from the big salt lake as messenger of a young Pale- 
face warrior — graceful as the pine-tree, strong as the oak, 
clear-sighted as the lynx, swift as the panther, great warrior, 
great hunter, as great as the Grizzly-bear, as the sachem of the 
Naragansetts, as the sachem of the Wampanogs. Hih-lah-dih 
comes as messenger of Golden-hair. Does Golden-hair live 
in the heart of the Paleface girl ] " 
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"Yes, Hiorkil Wikingson has a place in my hearty" 
Lovely said, with a faint blush ; " for the Lord our God 
commands us to be grateful to our benefactors. Thorkil has 
rendered the greatest service to me, and to those whom I love 
as my life ; I should like to be his sister." 

"And Hih-lah-dih," the Indian interposed hastily, "would 
like to carry the weapons after so great a warrior ; sew his 

hunting-shirt ; roast his game . But Hih-lah-dih will 

now deliver his message, for she must be far away from here 
when the sun attains its midday height; my white-face 
sister will open her ears." 

" I am listening, dear Hih-lah-dih." 

" Good ! Golden-hair, and the Grizzly-bear too" (my readers 
will easily understand that Groot Willem is meant), " let my 
sister know that it is not good to remain in Swansea. My 
sister will set out with her father, and old father, and go to 
Providence, into the wigwam of the Haddoh-Manitoo, where 
alone is red safety for Palefaces." 

" What, are the barbarous pursuers once more on our 
track ] " 

" !N'o, not pursuers from beyond the big salt lake. Red 
man dance the war dance in all the villages, and warriors all 
come together in friendship, except the dogs of Pequods. 
Indians mean to dig up the tomahawk and rise against the 
Palefaces. Too many of them for poor red man. Paleface 
nation first small like that stream, but become, by degrees, 
great — like a large river in the north, like the salt lake, 
and float away the red nation. But red warriors must hold 
the hunting grounds of their fathers, or Manitoo will be 
angry." 

" If I understand my sister aright," Lovely said, in the 
greatest alarm, " her nation meditates hostilities against mine. 
But the natives have for a long time been at peace with the 
pilgrims of the desert." 

" Yes," the Indian replied ; " but sachems think it is time 
to raise the war-yelL" 
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** That is sad news; mil not my sister go with me into the 
village, in order to give more precise information there % My 
people would be most thankful to her for if 

" Hih-lah-dih has nothing to do in the village,^ the Indian 
Replied, with a slight tinge of suspicion. " Wampanog giri 
not welcome in the Pale&ce village. Hih-lah-dih not sent to 
village, but sent by Golden-hair to Lovely, only to Lovely ; 
and she wants thanks only fiom. Golden-hair, and not from 
bad old chief in the village." 

As Lovely was thoughtfully sHent, the red girl continued, 
in a serious voice : — 

" My sister not leave Golden-hair's warning nnheeded — 
€rolden-hair and Grizzly- bear are greatly valued by red people, 
are greatly valued by sachems, and know that the toma- 
hawk will be raised. Both mean well with Lovely ; let 
her know not good to remain in Swansea ; sister shall set 
with out &ther and old father to go to Providence. Go 
quickly, for only to-day path open through the forest. Red 
warriors are angiy, and have hewn the war-post with the 
tomahawk." 

** Ah, that is bad, Hih-lah-dih ; very bad But I cannot 
form any resolution myself; I can only impart your warning 
to those to whom my life belongs, and must peld to their 
decision. But Thorkil shall not go without my, or rather 
our, thanks." 

" Good. Lovely has heard Golden-hair's message. Hih- 
lah-dih wishes that Golden-hair should say Hih-lah-dih is a 
good messenger, and so sister will give her a sign which will 
say message has been Mthfully deUvered" 

Lovely reflected for a moment She connected the news 
she had just heard with the strange nocturnal consultation 
which she had overheard in the ruin, and it pained her deeply 
to be forced to assume that her benefactors, the two trappers, 
were implicated in a dangerous, perhaps criminal, design. 
Then she nndid the dark gauze handkerchief fastened tmder 
her chin, with which, after the Puritan fashion, she modestly 
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liid her head and temples, and handed it to the Indian, with 
the words : — 

" Then show him this, and tell him I shall be ever grateful 
to him, not only for former services, but also for this message. 
. . . But tell him also that he must not let himself be led 
astray to walk in evil paths; and to remember what is be- 
fitting his origin, his colour, and his creed." 

" Hih-lah-dih will say everything that a young girl dare 
say to so great a warrior," the Indian replied, as she concealed 
the handkerchief!. 

Then she took off her coral necklace, laid it round Lovely's 
neck, and said, as she was fastening the clasp : — 

" Good to have this on. Warriors of the Wampanogs 
know it. Chief too know it : it will be good if my sister 
meets the red men." 

Hereupon she kissed Lovely on the forehead, eyes, and 
mouth, turned away to the neighbouring bushes, whence she 
waved her hand once again affectionately, and disappeared — 
bounding through the forest like an antelope,. 
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CHAPTER IV. 
CAPTAIN MILES STANDISH. 



THE VILLAGE OF SWANSEA — PURITAN MEETING-HOUSES— JUDGE EATON 
AND CAPTAIN STANDISH — A FATHER'S GRIEF — SISTER MABEL — THE 
TWO COLONELS — SIGNS AND MIRACLES — THE INDIAN CONVERT — 
KING PHILIP'S PLOT — ASSASSINATION OF THE SPY — PREPARATIONS 
OF THE COLONISTS— A STRANGE VISITOR. 

While the scene just described was passing in the forest, 
two men were walking along its skirt, engaged in earnest 
conyersation. 

They had come slowly from the scattered blocks of houses 
in Swansea village, which was one of those isolated abodes of 
civilization which could be found in the scanty clearings of 
the virgin forest between the Nantuckett and Taunton rivera 
down to ITaragansett bay. 

The stream, after forcing its way out of the forest, wound 
with a rapid current through a trough-shaped bottom, whose 
excellent cultivation bore testimony to the active industry of 
an agricultural population. Maize fields alternated here with 
com and bright green pastures, and sturdy young fruit-trees, 
which still partially displayed their blossoms, overshadowed 
with their branches houses and yards, though mostly in the 
rear, for the frontage of the buildings was generally adorned 
with a well tended kitchen-garden, in which the beautiful — 
that is to say flowers — grew by the side of the usefiiL The 
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stream flowed between these gardens, its banks being con- 
nected by several plank bridges. The village did not form 
regular streets, but consisted partly of detached houses, and 
more rarely of groups of two or three houses, wHch were very 
plainly built, and hence displayed a certain uniformity. They 
consisted almost entirely of wood; and from their lighter or 
darker colour not only could the old houses be distinguished 
from the new, but also the changes could be noticed which 
had gradually converted the rough block cabin into a more 
comfortable dwelling-house. Next the forest stood a flour and 
saw-mill, whose two wheels were set in motion by damming 
up a part of the stream. 

On the other side of the water, and rather nearer the 
village, the valley formed a species of natural terrace, whose 
edge was fenced in with stout palisades. Within this fence 
rose a brick house, with extensive stables and stalls. This 
building, called in the village the Judge's house, was dis- 
tinguished both by its solidity and by its glass windows, for 
the latter were represented in all the other houses, without 
exception, by paper dipped in oiL Though the Judge's house 
now looked so stately, it was, judging from the old fruit-trees 
that overshadowed the garden, the oldest in the village. From 
the stout plank gates of the palisade a steep road, which was, 
however, available for vehicles, ran down to the stream and 
across it by a plank bridge. Here stood, on a rather open 
square, another edifice, also built of brick, which, though vastly 
exceeding all the other buildings in dimensions, was exactly 
like a four-cornered bam of the utmost plainness. My readers 
will hardly guess that this building was the village church. 
It suited, however, the sentiments of the pilgrims, who did 
not even call their places of worship " churches," but merely 
" meeting-houses," and anxiously kept aloof from them every 
ornament which, as they expressed themselves, might recall 
thoughts of the old idol worship. Hence then the meeting- 
house of Swansea was, both externally and internally, built 
after the strict Puritanical fashion. But let us now turn to 
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the two men who came out of the Judge's house and walked 
towards the skirt of the forest. 

The elder of the two was a stem-looking patriarch, whose 
lofty form had been bowed neither by age nor by misfortune. 
There was something commanding in the sharp grey eye, in 
the features and carriage of this man, and the history of the 
colonization of the United States really tells us that Judge 
Theophilus Eaton — ^for him we have before us — possessed an 
iron strength of will and uncommon self-restraint, and that 
his strict piety and active carrying out of the principles of 
Puritanism gained him extraordinary respect in the colonies. 
His external appejurance was distinguished by dignified calm- 
ness and the greatest simplicity in dress, voice, gestures, and 
speech, and no one could have read in his marble features 
how much he had suffered in his most eventful life, and that 
very recently the heaviest of blows had been dealt him in the 
death of his only son in the flower of his manhood. 

Eaton*s companion, Miles Standish, bore an equally cele- 
brated name in the history of the pilgrims. In the unpretend- 
ing exterior of this man no one would have sought the hero 
and knight of Plymouth colony, as he had been for a long 
course of years. He was not even of the middle height, and 
for this reason his enemies had given him the sobriquet of 
"Captain Pigmy." But in this small body dwelt an heroic 
soul, and his sturdy frame and muscular limbs allowed him to 
endure exertions of every description lightly. His demeanour 
had none of the Puritan stiffiuess about it; and though his hair 
was cut short according to the fashion, on the other hand a 
lofty forehead, dark grey eyes gleaming under bushy brows, and 
a hawk-Hke nose, gave Ms sunburnt face a bold, imperious 
expression, that was rarely found among the Eoundheads. 
He wore a leather coUar and tall cavalry boots, in which he 
moved quickly and ef^erly ; and though weapons generally 
render a small person ridiculous, his long sword and the huge 
pistols thrust through his belt suited him admirably. 

The two men wdked silently side by side to the skirt of 
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the forest, returning the morning greeting of the few villagers 
they met in their fields, by a nod or a wave of the hand. They 
now stopped upon a recently cleared spot, whence they could 
survey the village lying before them in idyllic peace. The 
pleasant prospect induced Standish to break the silence by 
saying— 

" You have arranged a charming spot down there, Judge. 
What splendid fields, meadows, and gardens ! Only look 
how green and flourishing everything is. We may expect a 
prosperous harvest this year." 

"Yes, Captain," the judge answered, "the hand of the 
Lord, whom let us praise for ever, has proved gracious to us. 
It is just six-and-tlurty years since I first trod the spot where 
Swansea now stands ; and when I reflect how it looked then, 
I must with a grateful heart acknowledge the mercy of the 
Almighty, who permitted us to establish a secure ark for His 
tabernacle in tiie heart of the desert. The forest was so 
entangled, that we could scarce find a place on which to erect 
our cabin; and you can imagine what toil and fatigue it cost 
us, till we gained the ground for the first block-house. It 
stood on the exact spot where my house is now built. And 
on the self-same day that the hut was finished, my wife gave 
me the son who — " 

He could not say any more, for his voice refused him its 
service. Standish was silent ; for he was delicate enough to 
honour the re-aroused sorrow of the father. As he uttered 
the last words, the old man had involuntarily turned his 
eyes to the cemetery, which ran round three sides of the 
meeting-house; and, when he sought with his eyes a fresh 
grave there, two heavy tears rolled down his furrowed cheeks. 
He quickly passed his hand over his face as if ashamed of 
these signs of his grief, which he regarded as weakness, and 
with a visible effort tried to repress. But Standish pressed 
his hand with friendly sympathy, and said, significantly : — 

" Friend, ITature will have her rights. Grant a free course 
to your feelings," 
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^'Yes," Eaton continued, after mastering himself "the 
old Adam is powerful in us all — and — I thmk the Lord our 
God as gladly sees childish yielding to His chastisements as 
unfeeling resignation. I bow beneath the hand of Grod with- 
out murmuring, but not without grief. The Lord has given 
me a child, the Lord has taken it away ; His holy name be 
praised. I ought to feel grateful for the great joy my son 
occasioned me during long years." 

" Certainly, Judge ; for he was an excellent man — ^modest 
and bold in speech, bold and brave in action. His look and 
goodness of heart reminded me of his aunt, poor Mabel — " 

" Say nothing of her, fiiend," Eaton interrupted the 
captain sternly, almost angrily ; " she is expunged from the 
Book of Life, from the register of the Lord's community." 

" But not from your heart, Judge ; that I know. A sister 
who was so beloved as you loved Mabel ; a sister who was 
so faithful a companion as she was to you, can never be 
forgotten." 

"Then it is a sin in the sight of God, who wishes His field 
of wheat to be cleansed from tares. The Lord punished me 
through her for my foolish pride in having such a sister. • I 
have striven to forget her, and I have succeeded." 

" Be it so ; but only one question, — ^what has become of 
her % " 

" I do not know — I do not wish to know. . . . Oh, sooner 
lose ten sons, such as the only one I lost, than one sister as 
I lost her. She followed the son of Belial, who burst into 
our flock like a devouring wolf — a man who would sooner 
live with the red heathen than among the followers of the 
Eternal Word. Yes, she followed him, even after the un- 
worthy man had received the just punishment for his accursed 
errors, and was banished from tiie community under the 
penalty of death. He, however, returned here, and the 
wretched, sinful woman had not the strength to repulse him." 

" She dared not do so, for she was his wife. Was it not 
her duty to follow her husband \ " 
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" There is a higher duty, that of obeying the commandment 
of the Lord, which says, *Thou shalt not have communion 
with the godless, nor sit where the mockers sit.' But enough 
of this affair, and for ever, I pray you, fiiend." 

"I will respecct your feelings, Judge; and, probably, I 
should not have alluded to so painful a subject to-day had 
I not been reminded by the visit I paid last evening to the 
cave of Groot Willem, and a perfectly similar family story/' 

Eaton evidently desired to turn the conversation, in order 
not to arouse fresh reminiscences, for he asked : — 

" How did you find our dear brother 1" 

"Calm and strong in confidence in the Lord, who has 
allowed the good old cause once before to triumph so glo- 
riously. Still, it was a melancholy meeting." 

"I can comprehend it," the judge remarked. Then he 
looked up to heaven, clasped his hands, and said, in a fervent 
voice, " How long, oh Lord ! how long shaU they who have 
promoted Thy work with indefatigable zeal be forced to hide 
themselves in the desert like the hunted panther 1 How long 
shall they be forced to fly before the followers of the idolatrous 
Pharaoh, whose tyranny and shameless course of life pestify 
the country in which Thy chosen servant Cromwell ruled so 
gloriously as a righteous judge in Israel V 

" I may fairly say, fiiend, that I have a heart as good as 
another for the sorrows of Old England, and that the sad 
state of our native land deeply grieves me. But even more 
painful for me was such a meeting with our fiiends, whose 
daily guest I formerly was — ^for Duxborough, the old hall of 
my forefathers, is only a mile &om the mansion of the rngTi 
who was formerly one of the most respected in our native 
country, and now does not possess a patch of land on which he 
can lay his grey head to rest Yes, I was quite at home at 
Whalley Park. I enjoyed there everything that true friend- 
ship was able to offer, and now it is not in my power to offer 
my house as a i-efuge for these noble men. I tell you, Judge, 
it is this that pains me most of alL" 
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As Eaton made no remark, Standish continued, after a 
pause : — 

" With my host lived his daughter and two grand-daughters, 
for his son-in-law was generally absent on his military duties, 
and consequently his own house was dull for his wife and 
the two girls. The younger of them was at that time still a 
child. It is Cordelia, whom you know. The elder, Des- 
demona, was sixteen years of age, and a lovely, exquisite 
creature." 

" Say no more j be silent about the wretched story, for I 
know it It was a fearful trial for the grandfather and the 
father, that the girl afterwards yielded to such an extent to 
folly and sin, as to give her hand, contrary to the paternal 
will, to an image-worshipping Frenchman. And yet> was it 
not at the same time a just punishment for the sinful weak- 
ness of granting room in their house to the vanities of the 
world, and indulging the mother's frivolous pleasure in the 
impious words of William Shakspere 1 Did they not so hx 
yield to the folly of the sinful woman, as to allow her to give 
her daughters names borrowed from the wretched plays of that 
corrupter of morality % " 

" On that subject there is no talking with you. Judge," 
Standish answered, with evident annoyance at this outburst 
of fematical intolerance. " But so much is certain ; that the 
mother of the two girls was all her life respected as the model 
of a daughter and a wife, and that I should have considered 
myself blessed in bearing Desdemona home to the hall of 
my fathers as my bride, even though she constantly read 
Shakspere. At the present time, however, I feel most anxious 
about the fate of Cordelia, who led me yesterday to her 
relatives. How easily might an unhappy accident render the 
excellent girl a defenceless orphan ! " 

" Do not trouble yoiurself about that^ Captain. As my son 
left no children, I consider it a mercy of God that He has 
sent Lovely beneath my roof. She shall be my daughter, 
and when I am removed fix)m earthly troubles, she shall not 
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want for money. The child has been trained in the fear of 
God, and is a true fruit from the good old stem of her father 
and grandfather." 

" So she is ; for I had yesterday ample opportunity, during 
our walk to the cave, to notice the girl's pure mind, and for 
that reason I wished to secure her future. "Well, as you 
have taken her under your paternal protection, it is all right. 
I hope, too, that our persecuted friends will not be com- 
pelled to hide themselves for long, like hunted game, in 
ravines and caves. The ardour of the pursuit will decrease, 
and then we shall be able to offer the fugitives a safe shelter 
in our homes." 

"We will humbly pray to God for ii For the present 
they are safe in their hiding-place, for only Lovely, myself 
my faithful servant Obededom, and you, are acquainted with 
it; and should it eventually become known to any of our 
brethren, not one of the inhabitants of Swansea would be such 
a villaiu as to betray the saints of the Lord to the emissaries 
of the man to whom the execution of his forefather Charles 
was unable to serve as a warning. But it appears to me. 
Captain, that, for the honour of our Lord, we ought to offer the 
men who have fought so bravely for the good cause in our 
sorely-tried home, protection in the refuges of the persecuted 
children of Israel, and say to the myrmidons of the unbe- 
lieving Ahab, * They are our brothers ; if they are criminal, 
so are we \ we stand all for one, and one for all' " 

'* Your view is certainly correct, friend ; but consider that 
the son of Jesse escaped the snares of Saul more by stratagem 
than force, and that we, to whom our feUow-citizens have 
entrusted the management of the colony, must be careful as 
well as zealous. Yes, if we had only to deal with the black 
Stuart and his accomplices on either side of the ocean, we 
might act resolutely in this matter ; but perils menace us from 
another quarter as well." 

After a short pause, in which the two men walked side by 
side silently and thoughtfully^ Eaton said : — 
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" Yes, tlie hour of our trial does not appear distant, and 
woe on those upon whom God*s anger falls unprepared ! I 
will warn our brethren in Swansea to arm themselves against 
the coming trial with the buckler of feith and the breastplate 
of trust in that God, who has hitherto so marvellously guided 
us poor desert pilgrims." 

"Yes, yes; and tell them not to forget their worldly 
equipment at the same time." 

" Certainly ; although such is only vanity in the eyes of 
Him who can alone grant victory. You are alluding, captain, 
to the dangers with which the red heathen threatens our 
settlements. Fdr a long time past, merciful God has revealed 
to all those who are not blind to His warning miracles, that 
He is again about to hold judgment, and separate the wheat 
from the tarea" 

"What do you mean, friend?" Standish asked, who, 
though a decided adherent of the Puritan cause, was not at 
all inclined to the gloomy mysticism into which the majority 
of his fellow-citizens had fallen. 

" What I mean ! " the judge answered, with a slight tinge 
of despondency, "I mean that the signs and miracles which 
have been lately witnessed in heaven and on earth, have 
announced the coming judgment of God, and warned us to 
prepare ourselves for it. What else could it mean, that 
during the last winter an Indian bow was repeatedly seen in 
broad daylight in the sky at Eehoboth % that at the Bay 
Colony a trampling and neighing, exactly like that of charging 
squadrons, was heard in the roar of the spring storms % that 
at the last full moon, here in Swansea, an apparition was seen, 
which must fill every heart with terror and horror 1 Only 
think, friend, in the clear moon*s disk there plainly appeared 
the image of a scalp, such as the red heathens, the worshippers 
of Moloch and Astaroth, tear from their murdered foes and 
carry about with them as a symbol of victory." 

" What ! the image of a scalp V* 

" Certainly, and, I repeat^ most distinct. When my eyes saw 

V 
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this miraculous sign I could not doubt for a moment longer 
but that a great chastisement was at hand, and that the Lord 
was on the point of emptying out the vials of His wrath over 
His people." 

The captain could hardly refrain from smiling when he 
heard this wonderful story, but commanded himself through 
respect for the credulous judge, and said : — 

" God in His goodness has granted us other warnings as 
well, for He has given us even in the ranks of our foes a spy, 
who betrayed to us their evil designs. I presume you have 
heard of it, judge ?" 

" Nothing certain. My selfish grief drew me aw^y latterly 
more than it ought from the affairs of this community, and 
caused me, I fear, to neglect my duties as judge and elder in 
a criminal fashion." 

" You are too severe to yourself, judge. Would to heaven 
that all the leaders of our colonies equalled in zeal and 
activity the Judge of Swansea ! Biit let me shortly tell you 
the present nature of our relations with the Indians. The 
Wampanog Metacom, whom we are wont to call King 
Philip " 

" A curse on this Nebuchadnezzar of the forests !" Eaton 
muttered. 

" Yes, the false heathen seems to be really brooding over a 
villanous plan, although the colonies have hitherto yielded 
to all his reasonable wishes, and satisfied all his well-founded 
complaints ; and the Indians, although some of our brethren 
in their dealings with them do not always act wisely and 
justly, have as a rule been most kindly treated by the colo- 
nists. But the son of Massasoit has a far more ambitious and 
violent temper than his father, and really admirable gifts ; 
and thus he had succeeded in doing what no Indian chief 
ever yet did, in forming a grand confederation of all the Red- 
skins, with the avowed intention of extirpating all the white 
men in New England. He has already entirely subjugated 
to his will the tribes of the Pokanokets, and I fear that he 
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has also contrived to gain over to liis side the fiery and daring 
sachem of the ITaragansetts. Unfortunately, we must confess 
that Canonchet has full grounds for desiring revenge.*' 

" You mean on account of the deed on the Sachem's plain, 
captain. But has not the Lord commanded us to sweep 
away the brood of idolaters from the face of the earth ?" 

" Quite true, judge ; still I am of opinion that Canonchet's 
father, Miantonomo, was not quite treated in a way becoming 
Christians. But a thing that is done cannot be undone ; so 
back to my story. For a long time past it has been visible, 
from various symptoms, that the heathen were preparing for 
some grand stroke, for a tremendous excitement has prevailed 
among all the natives of New England, and the chiefs have 
assumed a certain air of defiance. The governors of Ply- 
mouth, Connecticut, and the Bay Colony thought they might 
reasonably ascribe this change to the intrigues of Philip, and 
strove to get to the bottom of them, but the crafty savage 
contrived for a long time to foil all their efforts. At length 
John Sasamon succeeded in detecting all the schemes of the 
Indians for us." 

"John Sasamon, the reprobfete renegade V* 
"The same; but you are probably unaware that this Indian 
who, certainly after his conversion by John Elliot, escaped 
to the woods in order to continue his old vagabond life, has 
returned once more to the community of the saints. Eepent- 
ance seized on him, and after doing penance in the severest 
form, he became a zealous assistant of his converter. On one 
of his rounds he accidentally met his old acquaintance Meta- 
com, and other chie& ; and on this occasion his cleverness 
enabled bim to discover that a heavy blow against the white 
men was in preparation. He at once hurried to the governor 
of Plymoutl^ our friend Winslow, in order to impart to him 
his (fiscoveries and apprehensions. But three days later he 
was barbarously murdered by three Indians. Two of the 
assassins were luckily captured, and suffered death according 
to the law. The third, however, escaped ; and who do you 
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think he was ? no other than the devilish Annawon, Meta- 
com*s most confidential under chief. "We may with certainty 
conclude from this, that the murder was instigated by Philip, 
or perhaps ordered, although even the rack could not draw 
from the two assassins any evidence implicating their sachem 
— a proof how greatly this heathen is esteemed by his peopla" 

'' Yes, Satan at all times manages to choose his implements 
well. But what measures has the government of the colony 
taken in consequence of Sasamon's revelations 1" 

<* First of aU, warning of the menacing danger has been 
sent to all the other colonies, so that they may urge their 
brethren to be on their guard and practice their military 
exercises. As you know, I am myself engaged on a journey 
of inspection to survey the stock of arms and ammunition in 
all the settlements, examine all the men capable of bearing 
arms, and, when necessary, order defensive works to be 
thrown up." 

" The government could not have selected a better man for 
the purpose than him who has hitherto been, in the hand of 

the Lord, so powerful a buckler for His holy cause ^* And, 

drawing up his tall form, Eaton continued, with the fire of a 
sacred enthusiasm, "Yes, the devices of the evil ones shall be 
foiled. Let them only come on, the bloodthirsty heathen ! 
they shall find in us men who know how to defend the 
Canaan to which the Lord has led them. We have honestly 
acquired this land and rendered it fit to bear in the sweat of 
our brow. We will stand firmly on it, and not allow any to 
drive us from it, in spite of all the powers of hell !" 

*' Agreed," said the captain, as he smote his sword-belt till 
it rang again. " But look at that extraordinary fellow coming 
this way." 

Eaton looked in the direction indicated by his friend's out- 
stretched hand, and then said : — 

" Why, it is old Blackstone. It must be something out of 
the common that has induced the hermit to leave his forests. 
See, he has noticed us^ and is coming straight toward us." 
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" He RU monnted on ■ Birnill qiiick-steppins ni."— F. 
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CHAPTEE V. 
THE HERMIT. 

THE HEBMIT AND HIS BUCEPHALUS — ^THB VISITOBS TO THE CABIN — 
THE CAPTAIN OF THE THUNDEE-OANOE — THE CONFEKENCE — ^THK 
lady's ENTBEATY — METACOM'S THBEAT — A VISIT TO BOGEB 
WILLIAMS — TOM MOBTON AND HIS BAND — THE PUBITANS MENACED 
— STANDISH's FIGHT WITH THE WAMPANOQ CHIEF — AN INDIAN 
PBOPHECY. 

Thb new amval was certamly an extraordinary personage. 
He was mounted on a small quick-stepping ox, whicli he 
guided by means of a rope passed through the nose-ring. The 
homed steed and its rider appeared to be on excellent terms 
with each other, owing to a lengthened intercourse. The rider 
was a tall, thin, aged man with a weather-beaten face, from 
which a long grey beard hung in two strands down to the 
leathern belt which fSsustened his black threadbare coat. His 
long legs, which almost touched the ground, were covered 
with breeches of deer-hide, and his tremendously splay feet 
were thrust into moccasins of the same material. On his back 
hung an old gun, and a short staff shod with iron seemed to 
perform at once the duty of riding-whip and spur. 

For many years past Father Blackstone, as he was univer- 
sally called, had made his appearance in this fashion in the 
i?ew England colonies, and was always welcome. It is true 
no one could have supposed, by looking at him, that he had 
once been a well-fed priest of the Episcopal Church in Old 
England ; but though he too had been driven across the ocean 
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"by the annoying conduct of his superiors, lie did not join 
any one of the Puritan communities. An unusual love of 
solitude had induced him to build a blockhouse with his 
own hands, in one of the densest forests to the south of 
Charles river, and thus he rarely came into contact with the 
colonists, though he lived on the best understanding with 
them. He had with endless difficulty and care planted an 
orchard and a kitchen garden, which had not their equals in 
the whole country. He also possessed a remarkable talent 
in taming animals of every description ; he had trained a 
young ox as riding horse, another as pack animal, and had 
managed to make young bears, elks, and birds the com- 
panions of his solitary existence. He only visited the settle- 
ments twice a year, in order to exchange his seeds, fruits, and 
honeycomb for the absolute necessaries of life, and on such 
occasions he was received with shouts of joy by the children, 
for whom he always had something welcome, curiosities or 
other pretty things, in his pockets. In spite of his shyness 
and aversion from the society of his fellows, he was a kind, 
cheerful, and joke-loving man. 

When Bucephalus, as the hermit called his ox, arrived 
within a few hundred paces of the two men, it stopped, and 
turned its head back to its rider, as it were inquiringly, 
accompanying the movement by a low bellow. Blackstone 
answered by a slight shake of the cord, upon which the 
animal trotted on again at once. 

The meeting between the three men was a most friendly 
one. Even the judge's stern countenance brightened at the 
sight of the old acquaintance, and he saluted him in a cheer- 
ful voice, which was rarely heard from him : — 

" Welcome, Father Blackstone, welcome ; what good wind 
has blown you to Swansea ? " 

"H'm, judge," the hermit replied, as he got off his 
Bucephalus, "I don't know whether the wind which has 
blown me so far southward, will seem to you a good one." 

" What do you mean by that, old friend?" 
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" Ah, that is not said so soon/' Blackstone replied, with a 
dubious glance at Standish. " Let us wait till we reach 
your house, for I cannot empty my bag of news in the open 
lield." 

"You need not keep anything secret from my friend, 
Father Blackstone," the judge remarked; "he is Captain 
Miles Standish, of Plymouth Bay, of whom you have doubt- 
less heard." 

" How should I not 1 So then this is the Little Fire Spitter, 
as the redskins call him. Don't be vexed, captain ; they do 
so with all due respect, for they are terribly afraid of you." 

Standish laughingly offered the old gentleman his hand, 
and said : — 

" Have you, perchance, any greetings from the redskinned 
friends to the Little Fire Spitter 1" 

" I am afraid they will soon deliver them in person, for I 
have serious news to impart" 

" Let us hear it, in that case, friend," Eaton remaiked. 

" Very good. You know that I am considered somebody 
by the redskins, because I have always treated them kindly, 
and cured many of them when ill. Hence they regard me 
as a great medicine man, or pow-wow, as the poor blinded 
creatures call their wretched impostors, whom they treat 
with great reverence. As the title of medicine man obtains 
. me peace and security in my retirement, I put up with it, 
although it is no great honour among Christians. You are 
frowning, judge ! Why, does not Christ say : * Be ye wise as 
serpents.' As my hermitage is situated between Charles and 
Taunton rivers, white men and red, no matter whether 
going north or south, east or west, call in, and hence I 
should have long ago struck my tent and put it up further 
westward in the forest, if I could have mustered up the 
courage to leave my splendidly grown fruit-trees." 

"Yes, yes, old friend; it is well known that you would 
sooner have to do with trees and beasts than human beings," 
Eaton remarked. 
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" I allow it ; for, let me tell you, trees and beasts have never 
caused me any vexation, and they are God's creatures too. 
But let me go on. Through the whole winter I had noticed 
that there must be something the matter with the nations, for 
there was a running backwards and forwards of messengers and 
scouts, a lighting of council-fires, and a mysterious behaviour, 
as is not usually the case in their peaceful intercourse. It could 
not be any ordinary family quarrel, for even the tribes that 
formerly hated each other bitterly, and were constantly 
fighting, had made peace and friendship. There must be 
something at work against the settlers, I thought, and while 
trying to discover the matter, I was confirmed in my suppo- 
^sitions by a peculiar visit I received last week. I was busy 
in my garden grafting a young pear-tree, when my dogs 
began barking, my bear growled, and almost at the same 
moment a pleasant female voice cried to me — ' Good morn- 
ing, Father Blackstone.' I looked up and saw close to the 
fence a lady seated on a pretty pony, and nodding to me as 
to an old acquaintance. But I had never seen her in my life 
before, and never so lovely a lady. For that she was a real 
lady could be seen by her entire demeanour and her splendid 
dress of velvet and silk. I tell you I was quite blinded by 
her gracious, but at the same time majestic, manner." 

"Illusions of hell !" Eaton muttered, and then said loudly 
and with great earnestness, " Father Blackstone, I fear that 
you have lately forgotten, among your trees and beasts, that a 
Christian ought constantly to watch and pray, in order to with- 
stand the wiles of Satan. For that reason he has tempted 
you with his infernal phantoms." 

*^ But, judge ; it was no phantom. The strange lady was 
certainly lovely as an angel, but a bemg of flesh and blood, 
as good as you and I." 

"How could such a woman get into your wild back- 
woods?" 

** The stranger was not alone, but in the company of two 
renowned hunters well acquainted with the forests. The 
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elder of them the Indians call^ on account of his formidable 
appearance, Mato, that is to say, the grizzly bear ^'^ 

" Mato ?" Standish interrupted him, " I have heard the 
name before, down in ITaragansett Bay." 

" Possibly, captain, for iie hunter is known far and wide, 
is greatly respected and loved by the Karagansetts and 
Wampanogs ; but^ on the other hand, feared by the Pequods 
like the evil one. Moreover, he is an old acquaintance of 
mine, a Dutchman by birth, Willem Klopper, liough better 
known as Groot "Willem." 

" Groot Willem ! " the judge yelled, forgetting his self-re- 
straint for an instant. " Yes, wherever this infidel and demon of 
Godhashis hands engaged,a devilish work is surely beingdone." 

Eaton noticed the astonished look which Blackstone gave 
him, and quickly mastering himself, said : — 

** Continue, my friend." 

" The younger hunter the Indians call Grolden-hair, because 
his hair has r^dly a tinge of that colour. He is a handsome 
youth, but I. know no more of him than that Willem regards 
him as his son." 

" Then these two were the companions of the strange lady f* 

"ITot the only ones. There was also with her a man 
whose manner and behaviour produced on me the impression 
that he was accustomed to give his orders from the quarter- 
deck of a man-of-war. Whether he was the lady's brother 
or husband I cannot say, but in any case he treated her with 
remarkable attention and respect. Prom the way in which 
he spoke English and from his manners, I concluded that he 
must be a Erenchman. Groot Willem addressed him as 
captain, but the younger man called him once — let me see, 
yes, that's it — De Lussan." 

"De Lussan ?" Standish now exclaimed, in a tone of the 
greatest surprise ; ^'tell me, man, did you hear correctly '<" 

"De Lussan?" Eaton also asked; "is not that the name 
of the Erenchman who " 

** Silence, Mend," Standish interrupted him with a quick 
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gesture. "Once again, Father Blackstone, do you really 
remember having heard this name ? " 

" I tell you, as clearly as you uttered nune just now. But 
the man appears to have several names." 

« What are they % " 

" You shall hear so soon as I have told you who the lady's 
fourth companion was. You will hardly guess, although you 
know hiuL*' 

" Speak, speak ! " Standish urged with impatient expecta- 
tion. 

" It was no other than the bold Canonchet, the sachem of 
the iNaragansetts." 

The judge and the captain became more and more 
astounded. 

" The lady,'* Blackstone continued, " asked leave to rest in 
my hut ; the men lay down in the garden under a tree, and 
carried on a whispered conversation. A few hours later, one 
of Canonchet's warriors brought him a message, and a few 
minutes after a rather large band of Indians pulled up at the 
entrance of the clearing on which my hermitage stands, and 
a chief of dignified appearance walked toward the cabin. I 
recognised him at once ; it was the sachem of the "Wampar 
nogs, Metacom, or King Philip, as you prefer calling him. 
The ^Naragansett went to meet him, and the two powerftd 
chiefs saluted each other with a cordiality that astonished* 
me — for these tribes have always been bitter enemies — ^while 
they were walking side by side toward the garden. I heard 
Metacom ask his companion — has El Exterminador arrived 1 
Yes, Canonchet replied, the chief of the thunder-ship is here^ 
and expecting my brother Metacom." 

" El Exterminador !" Standish exclaimed, "you are telling 
us riddle upon riddle. El Exterminador, the chief of the 
thunder-ship ? That name was given by tha Spaniards to 
their mortal enemy, the daring filibuster, who has gained 
a fearful renown by his exploits in the West Indian and 
Mexican waters. What 1 De Lussan and El Exterminador 
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are one and the same person 1 Wonderful, wonderful ! But 
tell me, did you not also hear the lady's name % " 

" Yes, I did. The Frenchman called her Ih-nis-kin." 

"Ih-ms-kin? I never heard that extraordinary name 
before." 

" It is an Indian name, captain, and, as I understand the 
jargon of the redskins tolerably well, I can tell you that it 
means crystal" 

'* Crystal ? Father Blackstone, can you remember of what 
colour the lady's hair and eyes were 1" 

" Of course, if it interests you. She had dark brown 
sparkling eyes and raven hair." 

" That agrees, that agrees," Standish muttered ; " could it 
be possible % " 

" What, captain ? " 

** Nothing, friend. Go on with your story." 

" Well, I have not much more to tell. The strangers held 
a council, in which the lady also took part, and of which I could 
unfortunately hear nothing, because Metacom commanded 
me, by an imperious gesture, to keep aloof. The discussion 
lasted a long time, and, so far as I could observe from my 
station, the party were at first disunited, the two chiefs 
appearing to form one side, and the rest the other. The 
young hunter, the Frenchman, and the lady seemed to be 
eagerly persuading the sachems, and at last, indeed, the 
latter seized the hands of the savages, as if she wished to 
force a promise from them, which they eventually gave, 
though Metacom did not do so without a lengthened re- 
sistance. At their request, I afterwards served them up the 
best my larder afforded, and when they left my cabin, toward 
evening, the Frenchman threw half-a-dozen gold louis on the 
table, while the lady thanked me most kindly. Metacom, 
however, called me aside, and said, with his peculiar signifi- 
cant accent^ * My father was always a friend of the red men. 
Let him remain so. Let him forget whom he has seen to- 
day in his wigwam. His head is grey and he is wise ; let 
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him remember how the dog Sasamon fured, who betrayed hifi 
red brethren to the palefaces of Plymouth^ and that the 
tomahawk found its way to the traitor's brain.' The last 
words he accompanied by one of his terrible looks, and then 
hastened after the others. When my guests had disappeared 
in the forest, and I tried to bring this strange meeting at my 
hermitage into harmony with my other suppositions and 
Metacom's threat, I felt convinced that mischief threatened 
the colonies. At dawn, next morning, I therefore saddled my 
Bucephalus, in order to warn the colonists betimes; but, 
before all, to obtain the advice of my friend, Eoger Williams, 
at Providence." 

" You might have let the latter alone, brother Blackstone," 
Eaton said sternly ; " for we ought not to have communion 
with those whom the covenant of the believers has expelled 
as false teachers and promoters of confusion." 

."Whether the covenant has behaved justly to Eoger 
Williams is a doubtful point with me," the hermit objected. 
** I owe Williams gratitude, for he has done me many great 
services. I honour and love him^ and the people in the 
settlements ought rightly to do the same, for Williams is still 
anxious for their welfare, and has proved it by deed on every 
occasion." 

"Blackstone is right," the captain observed; "Williams 
has rendered great services to the colonies, and it seems to 
me that he has been treated by the leaders of our church 
with harshness instead of Christian love." 

Eaton seemed about to raise objections, but Blackstone 
stopped him by continuing his narrative. 

"I found Williams ill and suffering. If he had been 
well, I should not have found him at home, for he, too, 
wished to set out and warn his brethren in the settlements. 
As you know, he is highly respected by all the native tribes 
of New England, and has hitherto had a peculiar influence 
over the sachem of the Naragansetts. When he perceived 
threatening signs, he attempted all in his power to avert the 
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danger, bnt was obliged to convince liimself that the crafty 
Metacom had incited the bold ambition of Canonchet, and 
intended to employ him in destroying the colonists. The 
meeting which took place at my settlement also appeared to 
have a serious sign, as well as the little adventure I had on 
my road." 

'' What was that 9 " Standish asked. 

" I came past Mount "Wollaston, which the wild band who 
live there have christened Merrymount" 

<' It should be called Mount of Annoyance,'' Eaton muttered 
angrily. 

''I do not care to have any dealings with the reckless 
fellows, and least of all with their leader, Tom Morton, and 
so I urged Bucephalus on, in order to pass the fort as speedily 
as possible, more especially as there was a terrible noise there 
at the time. But Morton was standing in the gateway, and 
made me go in almost by force, in order, as he expressed 
himself, to drink a stoup to the health of King Charles, and 
a second to the downfall of all the snuffling psalm-singers.'' 

^' Destruction on the sons of Moab and Amalek," said the 
judge. 

" Morton was, as usually, greatly intoxicated. In order to 
get away horn, him, I was obliged to accept a cup, and thus I 
became a witness of the licentious conduct of this band. 
Drunken Indians staggered through the passages ; and in the 
court-yard Morton's confederates were dancing round a fresh 
May-tree with the Indian women." 

" Horrors of idolatry ! " Eaton cried ftiriously. " If we 
suffer the land of the Pilgrims to be desecrated by such heathen 
abominations, is not any punishment the Lord may send 
upon us well deserved? In truth, the inopportune and 
sinful indulgence of our government toward this band of 
Korah will bring down a heavy chastisement upon us." 

" Certainly, Mend," the captain observed ; " a great error 
was committed in tolerating this reprobate Morton and his 
shameless companions so long in the country." 
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" You shall soon hear that the band are not only Injurious 
— as they attract all the scamps of !New England, and even 
lead the natives into vice — ^but also dangerous. In spite of 
the government prohibition, they carry on a trade in guns, 
powder, and lead, and supply with them the Indians, who 
already prefer the musket to the bow. At the same time 
they do not conceal their hostile sentiments toward the 
colonists, and a boasting remark from Morton greatly alarmed 
me. He showed me several chests of new, and, as they 
seemed to me, excellently made fire-arms, and said, 'Look, 
old psalm-singer, these things are intended to blow away 
the wonderful saints from New England, and then the merry 
life of Old England shall be introduced here.' — * Stuff,' I said, 
* firearms require practised hands.' — * Oh,' he replied, * such 
hands can be found, both white and red, I assure you. Did 
you never hear of El Exterminador 1' — *!N"o,' I replied, as 
calmly as I could. — *No1 You will soon hear enough of 
him, and of Tom Morton, and plenty of other fellows.' " 

" Judge," said the captain, when Blackstone had concluded 
his narrative, " this viUain Morton has, in his drunkenness, 
uttered words which, in addition to what we have hitherto 
learned, allow no doubt but that a most dangerous plot is 
being formed against the colonies, and will break out sooner 
than we expect." 

"That ife Eoger Williams' opinion, too," the hermit ob- 
served. *f Hence he has abeady warned the settlers in Con- 
necticut and Massachusetts by messengers, and given me 
the same instructions from the Plymouth settlement That 
is the reason why you see me here." 

"The community of the saints will owe you thanks for 
this ride, and the Lord repay it you on the great day of 
judgment,'' said Eaton. " What do you think, captain, we 
ought to do first, under such critical circumstances ? " 

"In the first place," the person addressed replied, **we 
must hold the appointed review of the militia of Swansea 
and the surrounding hamlets belonging to this parish to- 
morrow instead of the day after." 
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** To-morrow 1" the judge interrupted the soldier. " You 
forget, captain, that to-morrow is the Sabhath, on which day 
all worldly business must rest." 

**Ko, friend, I did not forget it. But it seems to me 
that in so pressing an affair we might fairly depart from the 
letter of the law." 

"God be praised, now and for ever!" Eaton said, im- 
pressively. " I certainly see that danger is approaching ; 
but the question is, whether it is so pressing as to excuse 
a sinful desecration of the Sabbath? I.shaU, therefore, at 
once send forth a number of trustworthy men acquainted 
with the forests, to reconnoitre the neighbourhood, and arrange 
with our excellent preacher that to-morrow shall be kept as 
an extraordinary day of humiliation and fasting. In the 
meanwhile we will gird ourselves with the armour of faith, 
so that the mind may be prepared for battle, and make the 
body all the more strong and zealous." 

Standish knew his man too well not to be aware that in 
this respect any objections would be fruitless. Hence he 
replied : — 

**Act as you think proper; and may you have no cause 
to repent hindering me in hurrying on the preparations for 
our defence ; for we might easily acquire the experience that 
our enemies do not at all concern themselves about the repose 
of the Sabbath, In any case, I will employ the remainder 
of to-day to the best of my strength in examining the arms 
and ammunition store, which, as you told me, are kept in 
your house, and afterwards take the command of the scouting- 
party which is going to make the round of the woods." 

" Good," Eaton remarked. " In that case we will return 
to the village. I fancy, too, that our friend Blackstone will 
require some bodily strengthening after his morning's ride." 

Slowly and in silence they walked down the hill, followed 
by Bucephalus, who stuck to his master like a dog. On reach- 
ing the bank of the little river, the judge was going to place 
his foot on one of the stepping-stones which the inhabitants 
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had pnt in the water for the conyenience of crossmg, when 
a sudden exclamation firom Blackstone checked him. 

'^ What is it 9 " asked Standish, aroused £rom his reverie, 
and stopping, like Eaton. 

''Just look — an Indian!" the hermit exclaimed, as he 
pointed to the meadow on the opposite bank, which ran neaily 
along the entire valley. 

Eaton and the captain looked in the direction indicated, 
and really saw a rider galloping over the tur^ whom they 
recognised as an Indian when he came nearer. 

'' Quite right, it is a redskin,'' the captain said ; ^ the fellow 

is mounted on a splendid black horse. I should like to know 

where he stole it Perhaps he is a warrior belonging to one 

of the friendly tribes — ^the Pequods or Mohicans — bringing 

,a.niessage from the settlements on !N'aragansett Bay. 

''No, he is a Wampanog,'' Blackstone remarked; ''I recognise 
him by the red cloth which the chiefs of that tribe are in 
the habit of wearing wound round their heads like a turban." 

" You are right ; and, judging from his red fringed hunting- 
shirty and the bunch of eagle-feathers on the point of his 
lance, he is no common warrior, but really a chief The fellow 
has a gun hanging on his back. What do you think of the 
afiGur, judge % " 

" I do not know what to say ; for none of the obstinate 
heathen have shown themselves in Swansea for a long time 
past. But only look how he is riding ! Man and horse 
appear to me more creations of the fancy than creatures of 
flesh and blood. This apparition is a further sign that we 
ought to do penance, and watch and pray." 

The captain shrugged his shoulders at this superstitious 
belief in ghosts in broad daylight, but made no reply ; he 
merely watched the Indian's behaviour with flashing eyes. 

The latter galloped in a straight line towards the stream ; 
but when a hundred yards from it, suddenly turned his horse, 
described a circle on the meadow, and galloped up toward the 
village, swinging his lance above his head. He was only 
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concealed behind the clamps of trees for a few minutes, how- 
ever; then he reappeared on the meadow, caracoled, and 
finally palled up at a distance of scarce thirty yards from the 
opposite bank. 

" Come nearer, if yoa are a friend," Eaton shouted, and 
wayed his hand 

Although the red warrior must have heard the summons, 
he remained motionless as before. 

" Probably he does not understand English,'* said Black- 
stone ; and hence he shouted in the dialect of the Pokanokets 
— " What have you brought us, brother Wampanog ] '* 

But the warrior stiU remained motionless. Suddenly 
Standish screamed : — 

" Ha I that is a fine fellow ! it is the devilish Annawon, 
the murderer of Sasamon. I recognise him. Down with 
him, the villain is an outlaw." 

With these words the captain plucked one of his pistols 
£rom his belt and fired it with the rapidity of lightning at the 
red warrior. A sudden violent movement on the part of the 
latter seemed to prove that he was hit. For all that, Anna- 
won remained firmly in the saddle, turned his horse, galloped 
up the meadow, returned again to the bank, swung his lance, 
and then uttered the fearful war-yell of his tribe. 

" Stand, heathen, stand, if you are a man," the brave cap- 
tain cried, and rushed with drawn sword through the stream 
to the meadow on the opposite side. 

The warrior charged him with couched lance, and Standish 
awaited him with a firm foot But suddenly the Indian wheeled 
again, then pulled up about two hundred yards off, took the 
gun firom his back, and fired with a steady aim at the captain, 
who was running towards him. The bullet carried away the 
latter's hat, and hurled it a long way over the grasa Standish 
tottered for an instant, but soon recovered, and fired his 
second pistol at the foe. Although the savage ridiculed the 
slight range of the weapon by a noisy burst of laughter, he 
did not seem at all disposed to await the coming of his brave 
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adversary. He once again raised his fearful yell of Hup- 
ruproh-noh ! then dashed like the wind down the meadow, and 
disappeared in the gloomy recesses of the virgin forest. 

Standish muttered a hearty curse between his teeth, while 
lie sheathed his sword and picked up his wounded hat His 
two friends had in the meanwhile crossed the stream, and now 
iiejoined him. 

" If I had only had my grey instead of your ox; Master 
Blackstone," the captain shouted to them, <* the red villain 
should not have escaped so easily." 

" Thank God, friend, that you have escaped the danger so 
well," the judge warned him. 

" I do it, I do it, Judge ; but for that very reason wish I 
xjould have come within sword's length of the murderous dog. 
He would not then have played his tricks with me unpunished." 

" Hm ! " said Blackstone, " it seems to me that you have 
given him a memento, for just look at the drops of blood 
hanging on the grass." 

** StuiBf," the captain remarked, as he convinced himself that 
the hermifs supposition was correct, " even supposing I hit 
him and not his horse, it was only a graze, and it won't hurt 
the scoundrel more than a box of the ears. I should like to 
know, though, the object the fellow had in coming here." 

" Probably he was a ^py," the hermit conjectured. 

*' A spy ! " Standish retorted ; " no, Father Blackstone. A 
red skin does not go out spying in broad daylight in such a 
careless and impudent manner. The redskins select the night 
for that, as indeed they do for all their deviltries. But the 
visit must have an object, for the Indians never do anything 
without an intention. Strange ! the fellow knows that he is 
sentenced by the Plymouth Court, and yet laid himself out to 
be attacked." 

"A thought strikes me," Eaton remarked. ''The red 
heathen attach great importance to the prophecies of their 
magicians and priests of BaaL I now remember having heard 
that ever since the Pequod war, a prophecy has been current 



Golden-hair. 83 

among them, that in the next war of the Indians and Palefaces, 
that party would gain the final victory which was first attacked 
and wounded by the other. May not this idolatrous belief 
have caused the appearance and impudent behaviour of the 
murdering heathen % " 

" That might be possible/' Standish answered. "But come, 
I am anxious to follow this fellow's trail, and discover whether 
the surrounding forests conceal more visitors of his stamp. *' 

With these words he walked quickly with the other two 
men in the direction of the village. 
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CHAPTEE VL 
THE INDIAN ATTACK. 

EESULT OP THE SCOUTING PARTY — ^AN EXTRAORDINARY LIKENESS — 
PURITAN DEVOTIONS — THE ORDNANCE OF SWANSEA — ^THE MEETING- 
HOUSE — THE RED HEATHEN IS UPON THEE ! — THE UNKNOWN 
WARNER — TO ARMS ! — ^THE BATTLE — ^A DESPERATE RESISTANCE — 
LOVELY SAVES HER FATHER'S LIFE. 

The brave captain at once arranged a scouting party in the 
surrounding forests, but returned with it after nightfall, with- 
out the slightest result from their researches, for they had not 
noticed any of the suspicious signs, from which the presence 
of a foe in the woods might be assumed. Although they had 
been able to follow Annawon's trail for a long distance, the 
Indian had too great an advance for them to catch him up. 
Standish consequently declared to the judge, on his return, 
that he was convinced Annawon's visit had no immediate 
significance, and must only be ascribed to his ambitious desire 
of employing the superstition of his countrymen in his own 
favour. 

This opinion of a man so experienced in forest warfare, 
sufficiently tranquillized Eaton, so that he promised himself 
an undisturbed celebration of the Sabbath for the next day, 
although during the captain's absence his apprehension had 
been heightened by Lovely on her return from the forest 
The girl had told him, with all the frankness of her character, 
her adventure with the young Indian, and mentioned the two 
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trappers in the course of her narrative. This latter circum- 
stance alarmed Eaton most of alL He did not know on what 
terms Groot Willem and Thorkil stood to Lovely and her 
relations, for the trappers had requested, as a reward for the 
services they had rendered the fugitives, a promise that they 
would not teU the judge a word about their meeting, and this 
promise had been strictly kept Hence Eaton assumed that 
the persecuted wanderers had, during their flight from Con- 
necticut, met Groot Willem somewhere, with whom he was 
on terms of bitter enmity, for reasons which my readers shall 
learn hereafter. 

The village of Swansea lay in the deepest peace, bathed in 
the light of the fall moon, and the Sunday morning rose clear 
and bright above the forest A solemn silence reigned 
throughout the settlement, for not only was all business sus- 
pended, but children and grown-up persons remained quietly 
in their homes until the hour for divine service. The only 
place where any movement was visible, was in the yard of 
Eaton's house, for, in spite of the judge's strenuous objections, 
Standish had carried ^ough his point, that his excellently 
situated and palisadoed house, which served the settlement 
to some extent as a citadel, should be put in a posture of 
defence, in readiness for any eventualities, and that Black- 
stone might be allowed to continue his journey to the 
eastward settlements, for the Puritans reckoned riding on 
worldly business on the Sabbath as a most sinful and im- 
proper thing. 

Hence, then, old Blackstone saddled his Bucephalus at day- 
break, in which the captain assisted him, while giving him at 
the same time instructions for some of the settlements which 
the hermit would reach in the course of the day. 

•* Would you not act more wisely, Father Blackstone," the 
captain asked, '' by taking one of the judge's horses, instead 
of that strange slow animal ? You would get on quicker, which 
is certainly advisable under the circumstances." 

" There you are mistaken, Captain ; Bucephalus is by no 
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means so slow as you seem to imagine, and gets on as fast as 
a horse in the woods, where it is rarely possible to gallop. At 
the same time we are on too Mendly terms for me to wish to 
separate from the animaL Moreover, in spite of all the 
friendliness of the heathen toward me, some vagabond red- 
skin might hit on the notion of degrading me from the cavalry 
to the infentry — ^that is to say, stealing my horse, while ex- 
cellent Bucephalus, whose qualities few are acquainted with, 
will hardly arouse such a fjEmcy." 

" All right, but is your gun in order, and are you provided 
with ammunition % " 

" Captain, believe me, my old rusty matchlock was never 
yet pointed at a human being, aud never shall be, for I have 
always detested fighting and deviltries of that sort. I have a 
bullet in my barrel for a rude wolf or bear that comes across 
my path, and I want no more. But if I were to fall in with 
hostilely disposed Indians, my reputation as a man of peace 
would be more useful to me than a dozen of the best guns 
with a well-filled ammunition wagon." 

The conversation was at this point interrupted by Lovely, 
who came out of the house, and after giving the two men a 
pleasant morning greeting, said — 

• "The judge invites you, Captain Standish and Master 
Blackstone, to take part in the morning prayer, for which the 
members of the family have just assembled." 

Blackstone, who had not seen the maiden on the previous 
day, seemed struck by her appearance, and looked ^ter her; 
with amazement as she withdrew again. 

"What is the matter with me ? " he said quickly, " what a 
Wonderful resemblance ! who is this maiden, captain 1 " 

" She is the daughter of an old friend of the judge. Eaton 
has received her into his house, and intends to adopt her as 
his daughter. But what resemblance are you alluding to 1 " 

"What resemblance? why, to that which this young 
maiden has with the strange lady who lately was at my 
hermitage." 
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"Are you speaking seriously]" the captain asked with 
unusual excitement 

" Certainly. Never did I see such a wonderful resemblance 
in features and demeanour, as between these two females. 
Only the colour of the hair and eyes is different." 

" That agrees again," the captain said to himself in a low 
voice. And as he walked toward the house he warned the 
hermit ; '^ Come, come, our friend does not like waiting on 
such occasions." 

The two men found all the inhabitants of the house assembled 
in a spacious, low room on the ground floor, for the devotions 
which the judge daily performed at sunrise and sunset 
He read a c4p^r froJth^ Bible, and generally from the Old 
Testament prophets. On this day he closed the lecture with 
a lengthy prayer, in which he specially alluded to the im- 
pending visitation and sorrow of the children of Israel, which 
the whole congregation followed with great humility. AU 
present stood during this service, the women with their hands 
lightly folded on their breasts, which, however, was not en- 
couraged, but merely tolerated, by the Puritans, who called 
all ceremonies " idolatrous works." 

At the end of the prayer the men and women left the room 
solemnly and silently, but with the greatest formality ; for 
the former walked in front under the lead of Obededom, the 
old man-servant, who had shared with the judge the labours 
of the first settlement at Swansea ; the latter, with evident 
signs of reverence, left the lead to Lovely, for Eaton had 
stated a few days previously that the amiable girl was to be 
regarded in every respect as his daughter. 

The judge now accompanied the hermit to his Bucephalus, 
which at once set out with its rider, while Standish followed 
the grey-haired Obededom, who begged him to undertake the 
duty of getting the cannon in order. 

The ordnance of Swansea was kept in a shed at the back of 
the yard, and consisted of a single piece, a clumsy culverin of 
xaoderate calibre, which was mounted on a rude carriage, and 
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80 arranged that the muzzle could be turned, without any ex- 
cessive difficulty, in various directions. 

The Little '^ Eire Spitter " examined the machine Ttith a 
practical eye, and then expressed himself about it as 
follows : — 

" That old thing would not be of much use in a regular 
action, or in defending the house, should it be stormed by 
disciplined troops ; still it may do us good service, if dis- 
charged with proper care against a band of naked savages." 

He then had the gun dragged by the judge's sturdy farm 
servants into the yard, and planted on a species of bastion, 
which had been raised for the purpose on the formation of 
the terrace, and whence the swivel commanded the whole 
length of road leading from the village up the hOl, as well as 
the main entrance of the palisades. Here the ''old thing" 
was cleaned out and got ready for immediate service. 

While this was being done the hour arrived when the little 
meeting-house clock gave the signal for the commencement of 
the forenoon servica The captain would gladly have re- 
mained in the house, in order to make further preparations ; 
but he was well aware that he would have lost all credit in 
Swansea, had he remained absent from the pious assembly, 
for no one was allowed to remain away, unless prevented by 
illness or a pressing duty in the service of the community. 
With some difficulty, however, he succeeded in persuading 
the judge to leave old Obededom at home as watchman. 

^ I confess to you, friend," the captain said to Eaton, as he 
came out of the house in his solemn black robes, '' that the 
appearance of the Indian girl in the forest, and that of the 
devilish Annawon, are continually bothering my brains. I 
have a foreboding of evil. Let me, before we go down to the 
village, ask Miss Cordelia for some further details about her 
adventure." 

" Captain," was the bigoted Puritau's answer, " You know 
that we have already devoted too many hours of this day to 
worldly aflfairs. Moreover, it is becoming for me to appear 
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with m J people, the fint and not the last^ at the spot where 
we axe about to humble omselTes before the Lord with our 
whole soul, so that He may moderate the weight of his arm 
which is stretched out over us to punish us. It would be 
wrong to give a bad example by farther delay. Come now, 
therefore, and after the conclusion of our Sabbath devotions, 
Loyely shall answer your questions." 

The judge made a signal to his people collected in the yard 
to follow Mm, and widked in firont with Standish, Lovely 
followed witii the female servants of the household, and 
Obededom bolted the palisade gate after the small party. 

It afforded the captain some comfort when he saw that all 
the men carried their weapons with them, which was an 
universal custom in the colonies situated near the Indian fron- 
tier ; for the pilgrims of the wilderness, while listening to the 
words of their preacher or singing a psalm in praise of the 
Almighty, must always be prepared to hear the war-yell of 
their red neighbours. Hence the fire-arms of the whole male 
congregation leant against the wall of the meeting-house during 
service. 

With some degree of dissatisfaction the judge, on entering 
the meeting-house, remarked that the congregation was almost 
fall, and he and his were among the last who arrived to 
**' quench the thirst of their soul at the spring of salvation." 

The Puritan divine service was exactly suited to the un- 
pretending simplicity of the meeting-houses. These ^gloomy 
sectarians rejected sJl externals as '' idolatrous pomp,'' and 
for the purpose of keeping everything beautiful aloof, even 
contrived to give a repulsive form to their psalm-singing, for it 
was the Puritan fashion to sing the tunes through their noses 
and snuffle in the most offensive way. 

On this day, however. Lovely's pure and melodious alto 
Toice rose above the creaking nasal sounds which had so 
often previously offended Standish, and he was so agreeably 
affected by it that he could not refrain from giving the pious 
singer, who stood in the centre of a band of girls and women 
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who did not ai all imitate the unadorned and giacefal fltiain of 
her chanting, a glance of thanks and satisfiustion. 

When the introductory psahn was ended, the preacheiv a 
tan, thin man, with a sickly pale &ce and Luge dreamy eye% 
ascended the pnlpit. As a true Puritan he preferred to deriye 
his texts fiom the Old Testament, and thus, on this day, ex- 
cited hy a conversation he had had on the previous evening 
with the judge, he selected the words £rom Deuteronomy : 
*^ And Og the king of Bashan came out against us, he and all 
his people, to hattle at EdreL" In a discourse that lasted an 
hour, the preacher referred the hattle of the Israelites against 
the king of Bashan, mentioned in his text, to the difficult 
relations of his congregation witii the red natives, and com- 
pared the colonies of Xew England with Canaan, the colonists 
with the children of Israel, and the king of Bashan with the 
sachem of the Wampanogs. The oongr^ation listened tor 
him with unswerving attention, and credulously accepted his 
prophe<7, which announced to them the victory of the pilgnma 
of tiie wilderness over the pagan natives. 

But suddenly he was interrupted by a loud voice, which 
shouted from the doorway to the congregation, — 

^' To your tents, oh Israel ! the red heathen is upon thee 1'* 

My readers may imagine that this menacing cry was at once 
followed by disturbance and tumult, but this was not at all 
the case, for the church discipline of the Puritan communities 
was BO strict that even now m^ and women remained seated, 
and even the children remained quiet before such an example 
of self-command. Only one shri^ was heard in the congrega- 
tion, the involuntary outbreak of the miller^s wife, who knew 
that her recently bom twins were helplessly left to the scalp-* 
ing knife of the savages ; as the mill, which was situated at 
the extreme end of the village, was deserted at this moment 
by all the other inhabitants. But even this unfortunate 
mother immediately repressed the outbreak of her feelings, 
and merely turned an agonizing look upon her husband, who, 
on his side^ looked with ill-restrained impatience at the £roni 
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bench, on wliich the judge was seated witli the elders of the 
Church. 

A pause of breathless excitement had set in, but ere long the 
preacher extended his arm towards the door, and exclaimed, 
in a stem voice, 

"Who are you, that dare to disturb the peace of the 
Sabbath?" 

" A man," was the reply, " who once on a time swung his 
sword early and late for the good old cause, and now intends 
to draw it once again in the service of the Lord. But do not 
waste precious time in useless questions, ye men of Swansea. 
I teU you the red heathen is upon you with all lus force« 
To arms, to arms !" 

Standish leapt up and repeated the alarm-cry, but his voice 
and those of the judge and the preacher were drowned by an 
awful roar and ear-piercing yeU outside. At this moment the 
culverin was discharged on the bastion, and again the shout 
was raised in the doorway, " To arms !" 

''To arms!'' Standish commanded in an imperious voice, 
and hastened toward the door. 

''To arms, with God!" the judge now also shouted, and 
walked at the head of the men quietly after the captain; 
while the women and children who remained behind in the 
meeting-house^ burst into lamentations. 

Lovely was no longer among them. ^0 sooner had she 
heard the voice of the strange wamer, than she hurried &om 
her seat to the door. Here Standish and Eaton found the 
girl hanging round the neck of her grandfather, who was 
trying to soothe her. 

While the porch was ringing with the stamping of the men 
as they seized their weapons, the aged man whispered to her,— 

" Be calm, my child : remain with the other women. Your 
Either is at the judge's house. Go, and the Lord bless thee I " 

Obedient even at this fearful moment, Lovely, with a 
quaking heart, tore herself away &om her grandfather, and 
returned to the meeting-house. 
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The men had already assembled in the nave, and kept their 
eyea fixed oa the stranger 'with tho noble feataies and the 
BilTerf beaid deecending on his cheat Hia iace seemed 
flaahed by the exertion of a hasty walk, bat the calm fire of 
a veteran aoldier glistened in his large grey eyes. He had a 
long dravn swoid in his hand, and his whole appearance waa 
BO awe-inspiring that the men of Swansea, whose fancy vaa 
heated by their preacher's aennon, at the first moment coa- 
aidei«d the atrangei a aupematural being eent to their assis- 
tancfl by Deity. 

" Men of Swansea," the old man now addressed, with the 
nMsner of a man accostomed to command in difficult positions, 
and to meet with obedience, " we moat not loee a moment^ 
but at the same time not act with Uind seal The village is 
•unwonded tm all sides by the heathen, and the greater por- 
tioD in their power " 

Hie var-T^ raised on all sides at this moment inteirapted 
the s))Mker, and tonfinned his words oidy too folly. 

** Iax^:,* band is dashing np the road to the jndge'a house!" 
the captain ched. '' Ah, the colrerin is speaking again I " 

Th« caanon on tb« basiioin r«allr poured forth a &esh dla- 
charj:«k which Mem«d v> be eomiNeed of a nomber of musket- 
hd'.^ fi.ir they A.'^-d 1w Lraid disking ihe trees on either aide 
tfif lh« ivad. aai tL»# laiiiQS f^ iHt U rise ^ain. At the 
B^x) i^Lsaasi. ih? jK£=x£s bad dia^p«ai«d, aod the road was 

- Ah. siy lea ^iM s.'4 l-vcKSeo hie <U trade," the aged 
Kuc: s«i re^aiZy. - itei ixi, t±ie «7«ebes have began to 

" ^^h. s^y ihT3j«. itT ciiiwt '7 A* sHler shrieked, and in 
)i» .%(«^wn>to V^'fCT wa« bK-qs li? to& Kvaid the mill, from 
vV.w Avrf A* »i»ftSjM: inw »■• is die ptne atmosphere. 

-> iwe A> MKt."^ ^g aid man tommaiidfld, 

« V- .- - . .J rflhf IMfll III »■■■ 

X I" tho man 
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"This stranger has a right to coTnTnand," tho jinlj^'n «ni«l, 
impreBsively. "Yo men of Swanwia," h« cinitiim'-'l, in a 
taised voice, "obey in all points tho coiiiinniKN of thin JuHt 
man in Israel And you, Kichard," ho afldcfl, turniiiK to tint 
white-haired man, "raise tho sword of CfifliM»n mul Hiiiit.<- with 
the edge of it the idolaters in this country in th*.* w,w\\^\ way 
as you formerly smote them beyond the ocfnn/* 

"What human strength can do shall 1m) done, hut, the bud 
alone can grant victory/' tho old man unHwi'n'fl. 

He rapidly proceeded to the o])on Hpan- in fniiit. of tlm 
church, assembled the men around him and inipait.<<l to Uifiii 
his plan for the defence. 

" We must give up tho ri;(ht Ixink of Uh- Birpuin «n'I try to 
drive the enemy from tho hfft one/' In* Kaid. *' NN'*- will ii'"- 
the judge's house as our fortress, and, Iwd'on- idl, tli*- d* fiin-i* 
less must be conveyed thither, (laptain Stiinflinh, t:il(<- tvi-nty 
musketeers and clear on both sides tlin rond h'tosh Mh- liiidiv, 
and up to the house. You, friend I'^iton, r»dl tin- worn* n "nd 
children from the meeting-house, surround tli«'ni with forty 
of the boldest men, and then follow ili«' i;i|»tiiin'M p=»'ty 
closely. I shall cover your roar niyneir witli tli«* n-^t. ol ihi- 
men. The church is not tf^nabln, and lienri- wi- numt. tiy to 
reach the hill." 

The captain soon had a small bnn«! of vw^AVwV 'liotM 
around him, and, with abold cry of" FonvmdH!" In* !m1\m?i'« d 
at thfirhead toward the bridge. Tlie Jud^^M Hiininioin-d tie-. 
women and children from the ehunib, nnd \!\\s\\ tln-m \\ |M»w«r 
ful escort. Pressed t^jgetber like a flork ^^\ timid ilovi-", tiny 
helplesnly went forth, and the grey- 1 mi red roluiirl Inllowi-d 
them with tho roar-guar«l. 

The captain rearhcd the bridge unimpeded. lino In- linlt'd, 
ordered a sidvo to be finjd into the ]»iif*ln'.H on i-itluT nidi* ll»" 
stream and up the road, and then Hlowly advanced up lie' lull- 

Not a foe was to bo seen, and tlu! i'riKbtrul eiy of " lliilr 
hup-roh" had entirely died away, but dfRoIntin^ (lanieH i-ohmhI 
and crackled in all tiie houses of tho viilng'-, an'l f»*'"« """^^ 
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of tliem could l)e heard tlie wailing of children and invalids 
forced from tliem by the fear of death. 

At these awful signs of the murderous designs of the 
Indians, the men gnashed their teeth, while the women and 
children burst into loud cries. Order began to be disturbed 
in the march, but the judge's energy speedily restored it. 

" Trust in the Lord our Grod," he cried to the despairing. ; 
" He is a powerful and jealous God : but whom the Lord 
loveth He chasteneth.'' 

The preacher stepped to Eaton's side, and both walked in 
front of the procession. The former held in his hand an open 
Bible, and, as he walked, read in a loud voice scattered pas- 
sages from his &kVOurite prophet, Jeremiah : — 

" Put yourselves in array against Babylon round about," 
he solemnly repeated ; *^ all ye that bend the bow, shoot at 
her^ spare no arrows : for she hath sinned against the Lord, 
Shout against her round about : she hath given her hand : 
her foundations are fallen, her walls are thrown down : for it 
is the vengeance of the Lord. . . • Call together the archers 
against Babylon : all ye that bend the bow, camp against it 
round about ; let none thereof escape : recompense her accord- 
ing to her work ; according to all that she hath done, do unto 
her : for she hath been proud against the Lord, against the 
Holy One of Israel" 

Here he suddenly broke off with a cry of pain. The Bible 
slipped from his hands, and he fell heavily forward on his 
face. An arrow had pierced his chest. Though mortally 
wounded, the brave combatant for the faith made a convulsive 
effort to draw the sacred book to him, and then drew his last 
breath. 

" Eaise the dead man," the judge ordered in a firm voice, 
^* so that, if possible, he may have a Christian grave." 

Two men obeyed this command, while several others, infu- 
riated at the murder of their beloved pastor, fij:ed their guns 
peradventure into the bushes in the direction whence the 
death-dealing arrow seemed to have come. But, neither in 
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fbe boflheB on the bank nor on the hill on this side of the 
liYeTy did any moyement or sound reveal that one of the 
ballets had reached its intended bUlet. 

The ihiee detachments continued their march. Standish 
with the Tangaard was but a few paces from the palisade-gate, 
and the rear-guard had just crossed the bridge, when suddenly 
the war-cry of a single Indian rang out so sharply that it over- 
powered the roar of the furiously spreading fl^es. This was 
the signal for the outbreak of that marrow-piercing roar and 
yelling with which the redskin warriors of Korth America 
are accustomed to go into action. 

Kow b^an a scene of the most savage murder, for down 
from the hill, up from the river bank, and from behind the 
homing houses, arrows whizzed, shots cracked, and from all 
aides masses of red Tndians with uplifted tomahawks and 
Bcalping-knives rushed upon the pilgrims of the wilderness. 
The latter withstood the furious attack of the hostile mcgority 
with manly firmness. Like the sound of a trumpet rang 
through the frightful tumult the voice of the grey-haired 
colonel, "The sword of the Lord and Gideon !'* The judge 
fought with leonine courage, and the sword of the brave 
captain continually cleft a path for those in the rear. But 
new bands of savages continually threw themselves between 
the vanguard and the protecting gate ; the enemy charged 
more and more impetuously from below and from both sides, 
until finally the villagers, women, children, and fighting men, 
were pressed together into a dense mob. 

The leader of the Indians had craftily calcidated the place 
and time for the attack ; for here the cannon, which his 
warriors most feared, could not be used by the white men, as 
it could not be fired down the road without being equally 
ruinous to friend and foe. Indeed firearms could no longer be 
used at all ; a hand-to-hand fight had already begun between 
the oppressed white men and the Indians, who were far supe- 
rior in numbers, in which sword and dagger, tomahawk and 
scalping-knife produced terrible desolation* 
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Contrary to their usual way of fighting, which consists 
lather in laying and avoiding ambushes than open action, the 
savages attacked on this day with death-defying fury, and 
fought man to man with a persistency such as Standish, expe- 
rienced as he was in frontier warfiEire, had never before wit- 
nessed. The example of their leader, who was everywhere 
present with word and arm, seemed to have inflamed them 
with the most reckless bravery. 

This leader, who could be recognised by his lofty stature, 
his scarlet hunting-shirt, and the black eagle plumes fluttering 
down his back ixxym the scalp-lock, wielded as weapon a toma- 
hawk whose hilt as well as blade were made of steel, and 
dripped with blood. The white men noticed his presence 
witii mingled feelings, with terror, but also with fury and 
thirst for vengeance. 

" Dog of a traitorous heathen !" Standish yelled to him, as 
he tried to cut his way up to him. " Son of Belial !" the 
judge shouted to him, as he tried to force his way through 
the crowd with the same intention. 

The chief answered by a demoniac grin, and at the same 
instant buried his hatchet in the skull of a foe who had 
desperately seized him by the shoulder. 

In this way the battle raged for a long time. Women and 
children were mercilessly cut down. The band of white 
men gradually melted away, while the Indians, though a large 
number of them had fallen, were continually reinforced by 
fresh combatants. Suddenly the palisade gate, into whose 
vicinity the contest had gradually drifted, was torn open, and 
forth rushed, with brandished sword, the man who had 
reached the judge's house during divine service, and twice 
fired the culverin. With the thundering watchword of " Lord 
God of Sabaoth ! " he clove the skull of an Indian, and cleared 
a space before the gate for a moment. " Here, Israel ! " the 
voice of his heroic father-in-law answered him, who held his 
half-unconscious granddaughter with his left arm, and pressed 
forward with her,, as he formed a circle around with his 
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temble swoid. At the same instant the culyerin was again 
discharged at the advancing Indians by old Obededom. 
They scattered with a yell, and a favourable change appeared 
to be setting in for the colonists, when the chief in the scarlet 
shirt led np a hesk swarm of his men. 

** Stand firm, whosoever can stand ! " Stand ish shouted to 
the villagers; '* we must hold the gate." 

But it was hopeless to thinking of standing fast any longer. 
All rushed towurd the open gate, and the whole mass, white 
and red, poured in the wildest confusion iato the courtyard, 
where the awfiil butchery began again, while the burning 
village covered the sun with glowing clouds of smoka 

Overcome by all these horrors, Lovely only saw as in a 
dream the judge, the captain, her grandfather and father, 
leaning with their backs against the wall of the house, and 
fighting the last desperate fight against the advancing savages. 
Suddenly a menacing danger Elementarily restored her energies. 
A gigantic Indian had violently attacked her father, and 
smashed the colonel's sword-blade with the butt of a musquet 
he had picked up. With a shriek of despair the maiden leapt 
on her &ther^s breast, and imploringly stretched out her hand 
toward the savage. But the latter raised the weapon again, 
and was, with a mocking grin, about to deal the death-blow, 
when his arm was seized by the chief and hurled backwards. 

Half insane with fear, Lovely gazed fixedly at the dark 
fece of the foeman. She only heard him thrice give a shrill 
whistla Then there was a darkness before her eyes, and she 
sank senseless in her father's arms. 
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CHAPTEE VIL 

AFTER THE BATTLE. 

baton's COUKT-YAED — ^KINO PHILIP AND THB PRISONERS— THE JUDGE'S 
PROPHECY — ^THB SACHEM's SCHEME OF VENGEANCE — DEPARTURE 
OF THE INDIANS WITH THE PRISONERS — HIH-LAH-DIH AND IH-NIS- 
KIN— THE INDIAN GIRL*S NARRATIVE — THE EFFECT A NAME CAN 
PRODUCE — ^IH-NIS-KIN BELIEVES SHE HAS MADE A DISCOVERY. 

The capture of Swansea by the natives on June 24, 1675, is 
an historical event of the utmost significance for the States of 
New England, for it was the dismal prologue of a war, in 
which the question at stake was the extirpation of the whites 
by the red men, or a lasting superiority of the former. 

It was growing toward evening, and the sun was already 
approaching the immeasurable forests of the west Bright 
and fierce it had in the morning poured its beams over the 
peaceful village of Swansea, while now it sank with a dull 
white glare behind the grey stifling vapour with which the 
still smoking ruins filled the atmosphere. The fight had 
been over for some hours ; the victory of the savage and the 
defeat of the white men complete. The entire population of 
the village, with the exception of a few who had succeeded 
in escaping to the forests, were either dead or prisoners. 

The conflagration had only spared the judge's house ; but 
for all that it displayed marks of rough mischief. The win- 
dows were broken, and the walls pierced at numerous spots. 
The soil of the yard was covered with blood. The fallen 
Indians had already been carried ofl* by their friends, and 
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carefully buried in the adjacent wood. On the other hand, 
the corpses of the white men lay carelessly scattered over 
the yard, and the knife of the victors had not even spared 
the dead, for all, women and children included, had been 
robbed of their scalps, and these awful signs of victory 
adorned the belts of a powerful horde of Indians, who occu- 
pied two sides of the quadrangle. They were standing, sit- 
ting, or lying, at fires fed with the judge's furniture, at which 
they had roasted their game and kaves (Indian com). In 
front of them, the captured weapons were pHed in a heap. 
The majority had strangely bedizened themselves with 
articles of European clothing, and in their white and black 
war paint, which smoke and perspiration had caused to run, 
they resembled a band of demons, whom the imagination 
alone could depict in such awful colours. 

A little apart from this horde, the chief of the scarlet shirt 
was leaning, with his arms folded on his chest, against the 
carriage of* the captured culverin. He appeared sunk in 
thought, for one great idea filled and devoured Metacom's 
entire existence, for it is the great sachem of the Wampanogs 
and Pokanokets that we have before us. He had made it 
the sole object of his life to protect the Indian nations from 
the menacing annihilation, by extirpating the white men ; and 
he set all his talents and energies, even his life, on the ful- 
filment of this duty. In order to attain his end, he had 
gone to school among the odious people who drove his 
nation, inch by inch, from the hunting "grounds of their 
fiathers, had learnt their language, and become conversant 
with their maimers and customs. For many years he had 
been silently engaged with the preparations to carry out 
his great plan ; but, with all the cunning of his race, feigned 
peaceful and friendly sentiments toward the white men. 

Metacom, or King Philip, was in the prime of life. His 
person was noble and dignified. It could be seen at the first 
glance that he was accustomed to govern. By the side of 
many vices of his nation, such as treachery and thirst for 
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revenge, lie possessed a powerful mind, unbending resolution, 
and a remarkable contempt of all bodily sufferings and priva- 
tions. On this day, when his first open blow at the whites 
had proved so successful, the sachem seemed to be near 
the fulfilment of his plan ; and probably it was this thought 
that occupied him, as he now stood a victor on the ruins of a 
destroyed settlement, for whenever he raised his hanging 
head and allowed his black flashing eyes to wander over the 
court-yard, a triumphant smile played round his haughty 
mouth. 

The fearful din, which had so shortly before prevailed in 
the court-yard, had now ceased. The victorious Indians had 
themselves suflFered too heavy a loss for them to announce 
their victory by noisy merriment, and, at the same time, the 
presence and stem demeanour of their adored chief held 
them in proper respect. N"ot one dared to disturb him in 
his meditations. The majority, after eating their simple repast, 
fell into that lethargic state which their nation is so fond of 
after any violent exertions. 

At this moment there came through the opening of the 
gate, which had been dragged from its hinges, a subordinate 
chief of Metacom's, who, by his superior's command, had 
seen after the burial of the Indian dead. He brought the 
chief information that his orders had been executed, but, 
faithful to the Indian custom, he remained silently before 
him, until the latter addressed him : — 

" Annawon can speak, my ears are open." 

" Our brothers," reported Metacom's confidant, on whose 
left arm a bandage of herbs showed that he had been really 
marked by the brave Standish on the preceding day ; " our 
brothers have gone to the happy hunting-grounds. The 
grass-mound has been piled up and the death-wail sung." 

" Good ! The scalps at the belts of the Wampanogs will 
prove to the mothers and squaws of my fallen braves that 
their death has been avenged." 

With a grim smile of pleasure, Annawon looked down 
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at his own belt, from wMch. three of the terrible trophies 
hung. 

After a pause, the chief said to him :— 

** Fetch the captured Palefaces hither." 

Annawon went into the house, and shortly after returned 
with five persons, who, instead of a speedy death, had met 
with the probably still more horrible lot of being the prisoners 
of merciless foes. 

They were Eaton, Standish, the two colonels, and Lovely. 

The men were all wounded. Since the close of the fight 
they had been guarded in one of the half-destroyed rooms, 
and their wounds even washed and bound by an Indian, 
who understood the remedial science of his nation. At first 
it had deeply grieved them, that they could not share the 
fate of their co-religionists ; but they expressed their surprise 
to each other at the careful attention shown them by higher 
orders, and Standish believed he could account for it cor- 
rectly, as he said with the devotion of a man prepared for 
everything : — 

" I foresee what they purpose doing with us. The villains 
intend to keep us alive for a season, in order to heighten the 
lustre of one of their hellish feasts of victory, by the torture 
to which we shall be subjected." 

Annawon led the prisoners in front of the sachem, and 
said purposely in English, while throwing a look of wild 
hatred at Standish : — 

'' There is still room, much room for scalps at the belts ot 
the Wampanog warriors." 

Metacom made no reply to this vengeful suggestion, but 
ordered his subordinate, by an imperious gesture, to retire. 
Then he raised his head and surveyed each of his prisoners 
in turn with a fierce and icy glance. 

Lovely, who was clinging convulsively to her father's 
arm, cast down her tear-swollen eyes in horror at this glance ; 
but the men returned it each in his way with firmness, for 
they felt that the slightest sign of weakness would be 
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dislioiioiiniig to tliem at sucli a momeni Eaton looked at 
the sachem, as if he saw the Fiend in person before him : 
the captain's angry flashing eyes clearly intimated that he 
could hardly refrain &om dashing at the victor's throat : the 
younger colonel closed his right hand convulsively, as if he 
still held his sword-hilt in it : the venerable old man alone 
displayed the same measured demeanour as the Indian chie^ 
and looked him in the fewe with dignified repose. 

Metacom slowly moved his eyes from the men to the 
deathly-pale maiden, and then addressed her with a sonorous 
voice, and in perfectly intelligible English :— 

"Young Paleface girl, you have not yet seen summers 
enough to be experienced in the lying arts of thy people. 
Tell me who gave you the toy which you wear round your 
neck?" 

"An Indian girl, of the name of Hih-lah-dih," Lovely 
answered in a trembling voice, but with a slight gleam of 
hope ; "she met me yesterday in the forest \ and, unfortunately, 
we must pay a heavy penalty for not having heeded her 
warning better." 

" Hih-lah-dih ] " the sachem asked with some surprise, 
as a dark shadow flew for a moment across his face. " Hih- 
lah-dih warned you and the Pale&ces, and did so yester- 
day ] " 

" Hih-lah-dih warned me in the name of a distant 

friend, and advised me to go with my father and grandfather 
to Providence, as the red warriors intended to raise the toma- 
hawk against my people." 

" Young Paleface squaw has a friend who sends Hih-lah- 
dih as messenger?" the sachem asked, searchingly; "what 
is his name % " 

Lovely reflected for a moment, as she was afraid lest she 
might imperil Thorkil, by mentioning his name. Keverence 
for the truth, however, gained the victory over prudence, and 
hence she answered, in a low voice : — 

" Golden-hair." 
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The maiden fkacied she could read on the chiefs terrible 
features that this name produced a fiEkTourable impression 
upon him : hence she advanced a step, threw herself at the 
sachem's feet^ and implored him, in her sweet voice : — 

** Oh, King Philip, you had parents ; by their bones, and 
by the heads of your children, I beseech you, spare my 
father and grandfather ; spare our friends ; and the Lord 
our €U)d shall requite it a thousand-fold to you and yours." 

^ Arise, child," her father cried to her, in a tone of stem 
reproof; ''it is a sin, a heavy sin, to bow the knee before a 
Pagan, even if the act may ransom a thousand lives.'' 

The Indian prince paid no attention to these words, but 
gently raised Lovely from the ground, and said, soothingly, 
to her: — 

" Do not weep, young girl ; any one who wears Hih-lah- 
dih's necklace is safe from the scalping-knife of my brave& 
But why did not father and old father remain quietly in the 
forest cave % Why do they come into the village and kill 
my young men with the thunder-bolt and long knife ]" 

** Chiel^" the aged man replied, with dignity, to his re- 
proach, "Christian soldiers will never leave their sword in 
the scabbard when the life and property of their brothers 
are menaced by a foe." 

**Grood," the sachem observed, with all the measured 
politeness of his nation ; '' my father has seen many sum- 
mers ; his hair and his beard are very white ; he is very 
wise and a great warrior. Formerly, he sat in the council of 
the chiefs of his nation, and his word, as well as that of his 
son, was loudly raised when the question was to take the 
scalp of a great sachem. Is it so V* 

" Yes, chiei^" the aged colonel answered, with head bent ; 
'' my son and I belonged to the council on that great day of 
trial, which I consider the fairest in my life, although it 
entailed a series of heavy trials upon us." 

" Good," said Metacom impressively. " Wise old warrior 
does not lie ; his tongue goes out straight, like a well aimed 
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arrow. A crow fipom tlie other side of the salt lake whispered 
in Metacom's ear, that it would fill the hands of the Wampa- 
nogs with silver if Metacom would surrender the two chiefs 
from the land of the Palefaces into the hands of the crow." 

The two colonels exchanged a significant glance. 

" Metacom," the sachem continued, " drove the crow from 
his wigwam, and forbad his warriors following the trail of 
the white chiefs, for whom his friends, Grizzly-bear and 
Grolden-hair, fought on the gulf of the salt lake." 

A long and painful silence ensued. At length, the fiery 
Standish became impatient, and savagely addressed the chief: — 

" What is the meaning of all this, heathen % Of course, 
there is some Indian deviltry behind your words. Well, as 
concerns myself I desire nothing further than to measure 
myself against you with my good sword, in order to take 
vengeance for all your treachery." 

"The Little Fire Spitter is a brave warrior, I know," 
the sachem replied, coolly; "but," and here he gently 
tapped with his forefinger the captured culverin, against 
which he was leaning, " Metacom knows how to silence great 
and little fire-spitters." 

"Son of Belial, murderous heathen!" Eaton now thun- 
dered at him, for he was no longer able to restrain the 
feelings boiling in his breast ; " do not boast of your deeds 
of to-day, which are accursed both by Grod and man. The 
scent of blood that fills the air here, shrieks to heaven for 
vengeance." 

Aiid after surveying the bodies lying about, the judge 
raised his eyes to heaven, and continued, in the words of the 
Psalmist : — 

" Oh, Lord God ! to whom vengeance belongeth— -oh, 
God 1 to whom vengeance belongeth, shew Thyself. 

" Lift up Thyself, thou Judge of the earth, render a reward 
to the proud." 

"Lord! how long shall the wicked — how long shall the 
wicked triumph ?" 
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''How long shall fhey titter and speak hard things t and 
an the workers of iniquity boast themselves % 

"They break in pieces Thy people, Lord, and afflict 
Thine heritage. 

*' They slay the widow and the stranger, and murder the 
fatherless. 

'' Yet they say, The Lord shall not see, neither shall the 
God of Jacob regard it. 

"O Lord Giid, to whom vengeance belongeth, show 
Thyself r 

"Enough," Metacom interrupted him, "the Manitoo to 
whom you cry, old man, does not hear you. He has turned 
his &ce away &om you and your people. He is no powerful 
and jealous Manitoo, as the pow-wows of the white faces say, 
otherwise he had kept the scalps this day on the heads of 
your brothers." 

"Heathen!" the judge, who was profoundly affected by 
these words, answered in a hollow prophetic voice : " the day 
shall come when this blasphemous mockery will bum thy 
heart like molten lead. The vengeance of the God of the 
Christians will fedl on thee, and there wiU be no chance of 
escape for thea" 

The chief listened to this menace of the zealous Judge with 
cold tranquillity, and then said, 

" The sachem of the Wampanogs and Pokanokets cares not 
for your Christianity. Metacom's heart is made of steel, and 
fears neither cold nor molten lead." 

And as he drew himself up to his full height from his 
former careless posture, he continued impressively, and with 
a certain degree of enthusiasm : — 

" Old man, open your ears and pay attention to my words. 
The son of Massasoit, who is now wandering in the happy 
hunting-grounds, and whom the Palefaces long and shame- 
folly deceived, resolved on a great work while he was still a 
lad, and now tiliat he is a man he will carry it out. Metacom 
will cleanse the paths of his people &om the white worms and 
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vermin, wliicli now crawl over them ; he will again advance 
the hunting-grounds of the red men as far as the eastern 
shore of the big salt water ; he will restore to his nation the 
full and entire heritage of their fathers of which the Pale&ces 
have robbed them. ' Metacom has spoken with the Manitoo 
of his people who was gracious to the red children of this 
land for centuries before the Pale&ces came across the salt 
lake in their large canoes, and the good Spirit has applauded 
his intention, made his arms strong for the work which he 
has to carry out, and granted him the strength to unite the 
red nations as brothers. Metacom has collected arms and 
confederates ; he has feigned and humiliated himself till his 
time came. And it has come. The tomahawk is raised and 
shall never be buried again until the brood of the robbing 
strangers is destroyed. Metacom has uttered his war-cry and 
it will echo through the forests as far as the great streams in 
the north and south. His brothers will hear, and everywhere 
repeat it, and rise for a struggle of life and death against the 
white intruders. The Wampanogs have burst fix)m their forests 
like flashes of lightning fi^om the clouds. The first blow has 
been dealt, and has proved successful Metacom will show 
his brothers the captured scalps, he will show them his pri- 
soners and say to them : 'Look, the Palefaces can be conquered 
in spite of their large and small thunder tubes^ in spite of 
great warriors standing at their head.' His nation will rejoice, 
and everywhere dig up the tomahawk, and thousands will raise 
it and shout the war-yell, and no escape will be left for you, not 
for one." 

As the chief uttered the latter words, which were mainly 
addressed to Eaton, something elevated was visible in his 
manner. Without waiting for n reply, he walked away to join 
his people. 

An hour later the Indians quitted the ruined village, taking 
the five prisoners in their midst. Whatever the sachem 
might intend with them, they were not harshly treated now; 
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and, in oider to get on more rapidly, were even supplied with. 
horses taken from Eaton's stable. 

Metacom commanded the principal party, and Annawon the 
rear guard. At the skirt of the forest the latter halted for a 
moment, the warriors turned toward the desolated valley, and 
raised a yell of savage triumph. Then a deep, melancholy 
silence brooded over the darkening landscape, which was only 
ii^temipted at intervals by the hoarse discordant croak of the 
bird of night 

Over the immeasurable forests of iN'ew England floated the 
red evening glow of a hot July day, and warm lights were 
poured out over the eastern shores of iN'aragansett Bay. A 
gentle breeze rippled the surface of the calm sea, and drove 
undulating lines toward the tranquil shore, on which they 
broke with a gentle rustling. So ikr as the eye could see, the 
forest was only broken at one spot, where a deep river flowing 
through a plain fell noiselessly into the bay. If it were 
followed inland, the traveller saw at no great distance from 
the shore a grotto formed of noble trees and llianas, which 
formed an arcade over the gently flowing water. 

In the mysterious gloom there was a plashing sound like 
that of oars, the pendulous llianas began to oscillate, and 
the beak of a bark canoe suddenly shot out from the green 
gloom. Ere long the entire bark became visible, and glided 
noiselessly toward the river moutL 

The light canoe was guided by an Indian girl, in whom we 
recognise the kindly Hih-lah-dih. She had gone some distance 
down the shore, when her watchful eyes were attracted by an 
object in a narrow inlet. The sharp eye of a native could 
alone detect in this object the bow of a small boat of European 
construction, entirely concealed under the bushes, and dis- 
cern that this bow was painted of a sea-green colour, and 
terminated in a neatly gilded swan's neck. 

*' Ih-nis-kin !" Hih-lah-dih whispered with a roguish smile, 
tamed her canoe into the little creek, allowed it to drift on 
land, went ashore and pulled the canoe with the utmost 
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caution on land, so that the pebbles hardly rustled under the 
keeL After taking a searching glance at the extremity of the 
creek, where the strange boat seemed to reveal the presence 
of a human being, she glided noiselessly into the bushes, and 
darted through the shrubs and creepers till she reached a rock 
overgrown with moss and ivy, on which two huge fir-trees 
hung down their heavy branches. Examining the ivy-trailers 
with a careful hand, she climbed by their aid to the top of 
the rock, and on reaching it, looked down at the secluded spot 
beneath her. 

Hih-lah-dih found that she was not deceived in her expecta- 
tions, for a young woman had been bathing in a species of 
basin the waves had gradually formed, and was now engaged 
in dressing. The lovely white woman gave a start, for she 
had heard a rustling in the foliage. " It is only a hopping 
squirrel," she murmured, and looked up at the green mass of 
creepers, whence the whistling of that animal was now audible. 
But was not that sound a little on one side very like the hiss 
of a snake? With the speed of light the startled woman 
clutched a weapon lying on the ground by the side of her 
clothes, a sort of Turkish yataghan, whose bent blade was set 
in an artistically chased golden hilt Holding the weapon 
firmly in her right hand, she looked across the water at the 
ivy-clad rock with a resolute expression, as if dauntlessly 
awaiting the reptile's attack from that quarter. 

The hissing was repeated, but suddenly changed into a 
merry peal of laughter. 

The look of anxiety fSaded away from the lady's features. 
She noticed the Indian's roguish fisice peeping down from the 
rock, let the yataghan fall, shook her finger at the girl, and 
then cried : — 

" Wait a minute, you naughty child ! How you frightened 
me!" 

But the next moment Hih-lah-dih was clinging round her 
neck, and repeating, ** Ih-nis-kin not be angry with Hih-lah- 
dih! No." 
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Then the Indian actively tried to assist her friend in dressing, 
in which she committed many a mistake, that constantly drew 
a pleasant smile &om the white lady. 

" But," Ih-nis-kin now inquired, " how did my sister find 
my bath-room, which I fancied not a soul but myself knew 1" 

" Oh, red people have sharp eyes. They see through the 
tall prairie grass ; through the bushes ; beyond the clouds," 
the Indian replied, with a slight touch of the boasting peculiar 
to her nation. '' Hih-lah-dih came down the salt-water in canoe. 
Ih-nis-kin not hide her swan canoe properly in the bushes. 
Hih-lah-dih see it, and think sister not &ir off." 

*^ My sister was in the wigwam of the great sachem of the 
Wampanogs on the promontory of Mount Hope 1" 

The Indian shook her head, and replied with a rather 
melancholy accent, — 

" Metacom's wigwam is deserted. Hih-lah-dih was farther 
inland — ^in the forests round the wigwams which the Palefaces 
call Swansea ; no, not call, but called." 

"Called]" 

" Hih-lah-dih has said it. The great sachem has raised the 
tomahawk. Where his blows fall the Palefaces are hurled to 
the ground ; when his war-yell is raised, flames devour the 
wigwams of the Palefaces as the hunters' fires devour the grass 
of the prairie in autumn. Hih-lah-dih can still smeU the 
burning of Swansea, on the little river in the valley. Wam- 
panogs great warriors, hearts of iron. Metacom great chief." 

The eyes of the Indian girl sparkled in wild pride : the 
triumphant tone of her words had attracted the attention of 
the white woman, and in some surprise, she asked : — 

" Has the contest begun then between your people and the 
colonists already ]" 

" Ih-nis-kin very wise, imderstands red people thoroughly. 
Chief of the big thunder-canoe wiU rejoice when he hears 
that the war cry is running along the hunting grounds of the 
Pokanokets, Wampanogs, and Naragansetts. Metacom's wam- 
pum everywhere greeted with delight Bed men assemble in 
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the forests, strike the war post with the tomahawk, dance the 
war dance round the council fire, young warriors fill their 
belts with scalps, kill, capture, and drive Palefaces into big 
salt lake. Hih-lah-dih learn that the Gk>d of the Palefaces is 
no powerful Manitoo." 

" What do you say, girl ?" 

" Pale&ces of Swansea go into the wigwam of council to 
call to their Manitoo, but Manitoo is deaf or powerless. Bed 
man's Manitoo hear with open ears warsong of the Wam- 
panogs ; red Manitoo powerful, very powerful Metacom raise 
the war yell, the council-house is surrounded, village full of 
red braves. Silver-haired warrior come with son from the 
cave in the forest to warn tlie Pale&ces. But too late. Medicine 
man of Palefaces call from great Medicine book to Manitoo, 
but Manitoo is deaf ; Medicine man struck by the arrow of a 
red brave. Son of silver-haired warrior fire from big, big 
thunder tube among red warriors, many ML Palefaces save 
themselves in great wigwam of the Chief of Swansea, but 
Wampanogs are brave, storm palisades. Palefaces all killed or 
prisoners." 

This report of the destruction of Swansea and the battle 
which had taken place there was too Indian for Hih-lah- 
dih's hearer to understand it in all its details, although she 
was tolerably well acquainted with the Indian mode of 
speech. So much, however, was clear to her, that hos- 
tilities had commenced between the Red-skins and the settlers, 
and that the former had already gained a sanguinary victory ; 
that the village of Swansea had been surprised while the 
inhabitants were assembled in the house of prayer, and that 
the preacher had fallen as one of the first victims. She knew 
also that the natives, who indicated everything mysterious or 
enigmatical by the name of medicine, called their magicians or 
enchanters pow-wows, or medicine-men, and gave this name 
also to the Christian preachers. 

The white lady was evidently deeply affected by the news. 

" Thus, then," she murmured to herself, \^ the torch of war 
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has been carried into tlie peaceful villages of the pilgrims. 
And they are Englishmen on whom these wild hordes are 
let loosa O, Eaoul, I fear that your energies have been 
turned in a bad direction." 

^ What sister say % " the Indian asked. 

** Kothing, girl. But look, the sun is about to set, and will 
scarce light us to the ship. You will come with me ? " 

"Hih-lah-dih will go with you. She has a message to 
deliver." 

« To the Chief of the Thunder-canoe ? " 

'* Noy a message fix)m the Grizzly bear to Golden-hair." 

'^Thorkil? How did you know that he was on board 
the ship." 

" Mato say to Hih-lah-dih : Go, seek Golden-hair in Provi- 
dence, seek him on the thunder-canoe. Tell him that the 
Chief of Swansea is a prisoner.'' 

** The Chief of Swansea 1 " 

" Yes. Oh, what joy it will cause Golden-hair to hear this ! " 

" The enemy of Thorkil and Groot Willem is then in the 
hands of the red warriors ] " 

"Yes, and Little Fire Spitter too, and silver-haired warrior 
and his son, and beautiM young Paleface girl — oh, the 
sachem of the Wampanogs is a great warrior, very great ! *' 

"A beautiful young Paleface girl?" the white woman 
asked with sympathy, as she stepped into the graceful, light 
gondola, which they had reached in the meanwhile. 

"Young Paleface girl, yes," the Indian answered, "beautiful, 
very beautiful, slim as young cypress, eyes blue as heaven." 

** How did my sister get so near the prisoners ] Was Hih- 
lah-dih in the turmoil of the fight ] " the white lady asked, 
seizing her oars with practised hand, while the Indian thrust 
her canoe into the water. 

"Hih-lah-dih not see the fight, red warriors not take squaws 
with them when they go in the war path. But Hih-lah-dili 
hidden in the woods of Swansea, has good ears, good eyes, 
sees much, hears much. Hih-lah-dih went there to carry a 



112 Golden-hair, 

message from Golden-hair to young Paleface girl ; met lier in 
the wood at the ' pure spring/ where Hih-lah-dih was bom. 
Young Palefece girl filling pitcher for father, and old father's 
father in the cave. Young girl good, very good, and beautiful ; 
all beautiful about young girl, name very beautiful, for it is 
Lovely." 

They had by this time left the little creek, and Hih-lah- 
dih*s canoe had caught up her friend's skiff. Without looking 
back, the Indian now cried : — 

"Will my sister have a race with Hih-lah-dih, to see 
whether swan-boat goes as fast as bark canoe ] '* 

On receiving no reply, she looked round and noticed with 
alarm that her companion had let her paddles fall, and had 
fallen, as if in a fainting state, on the seat at the stern of the 
boat, with her fece buried in her hands. 

Just as in the scene at Ehode Island, the name of Desde- 
mona produced a terrible effect on Lovely, and the same name 
in old Blackstone's narrative caused Captain Standish unusual 
excitement, so now the name of Lovely produced an electric 
effect on the young lady ; for it had scarce passed Hih-lah- 
dih*s lips, ere she gave a violent start, the paddle fell from 
her grasp, she threw herself back on the bench, hid her face 
in her hands, and whispered to herself : — 
" Lovely, Lovely I can it be possible ]" 
In an instant Hih-lah-dih's canoe was alongside the gon- 
dola. With anxious haste the Indian laid her hand on the 
young lad/s shoulder, and asked, sympathizingly — 
" What is the matter with my sister '?" 
The other collected herself and answered as she rose : — 
" It is nothing j a momentary giddiness overpowered me, 
but it is past." 

But the tremor in her voice revealed that she was deeply 
agitated. She seized the Indian girl's hand, and asked, hur- 
riedly : — 

" Lovely, did you say % did you hear correctly, girl % Was 
the name Lovely]" 
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" Lovely the name of young Palefece girl ? Yes. Hih- 
lah-dih Las remembered it Young PalefS^e girl told her so 
at the spring in the forest." 

** Go on, go on," the white woman cried, with visible eager- 
ness ; ^ was that the whole name ?" 

'* Young Paleface girl had a long name, very long — ^longer 
than the greatest warrior ; tell long name to Hih-lah-dih, but 
Hih-lah-dih only know beginning." 

" And — and," the other asked again, in the highest excite- 
ment, ''the maiden had blue eyes ?" 

"Blue as violets when the snow has passed away." 

" And the hair— the hair ]" 

*' Brown and shining, like the skin of the antelope in winter, 
and soft as the plumage of the ice-bird." 

** That agrees — that agrees ; and did you not speak of a 
fiather and a grandfather of the maiden?" 

*' Hih-lah-dih speak of young Paleface girl's father, and 
father^s fSeither, who were hidden in the cave in Swansea 
forest." 

" In the forest at Swansea 1 in the cave 1 " the white lady 
asked, with a shake of her head. 

"Yes, in the cave," the Indian repeated; "Hih-lah-dih 
think the two Palefewje warriors hide themselves, because they 
took the scalp of a great sachem on the other side of the 
great salt lake, and the young warriors ai'e on their trail as 
avengers." 

" Strange, strange ! " the young lady murmured ; " that too 
would agree. Oh, Heaven ! And did you not say, child, 
that you delivered a message from Thorkil to the Paleface 
girl whose name is Lovely ] Thorkil, consequently, must 
know more of the secret than I can decipher. Let us hurry 
on, girl, so as to reach the frigate soon." 

lie two boats now glided with the speed of an arrow over 
the mirror-like waters, which were tinged of a rosy hue by 
the last beams of the departing luminary. 
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CHAPTEE YIII. 
ON BOARD THE " GLORIA." 

THE THrNDER-SHIP—THORKIL's FEARS — DE LUSSAN AND DESDEMONA 
— A STRANGE AGITATION — ^THE CONFERENCE—OFF TO PROVIDENCE — 
THE STORY OF DE LUSSAN'S LIFE — A GOOD HATER — THE ESCAPE — 
BOARDING THE GALLEON — EL EXTERMINADOR — THE FILIBUSTER'S 
PLANS — AN AVENGER— GROOT WILLEM's TRIAI.S. 

He must indeed have been a bold man who ventured out in 
the first boat, a hollowed trunk of a tree, upon the oscillating 
element which surrounds our earth. What an immeasurable 
progress from the primitively simple boat to the gigantic 
steamers which in a few days cover the distance between the 
Old and New World, or, armed with a hundred guns, put 
out to sea from the war-ports of England and France. What 
triumphs for the human spirit of invention to command the 
mighty ocean from one extremity of the globe to the other, 
and to have subjected it to man's authority. 

A glorious sight is such a vessel as it glides with a calm 
sea and pure sky over the glistening blu'e depths, or tacks 
here and there ; and, finally, after reducing all its canvas, lies 
motionless on the waters. Fearfully beautiful, however, is the 
sight of a vessel which contends with the hurricane amid 
flashing lightning and pealing thunder, at one moment lifted 
on the foaming crest of an enormous wave, and then darting 
down into the abyss. 

During the whole afternoon a vessel had been cruising off 
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the noithem point of Bhode Island, and toward evening cast 
anchor at no great distance from the west coast of Plymouth. 

It was a vessel whose perfectly symmetrical outline and 
neat equipment must delight, not only a seaman's eye, but 
every one who saw it. The painting of the hull was most 
peculiar, for, instead of the ordinary black, it was a dazzling 
white, only broken by a red band running round the sliip, 
resembling a red girdle on a girFs white ball-dress. Over the 
cabin windows a colossal laurel-wreath was painted ; in the 
centre of it might be read the word " Gloria " in gold letters 
on a bright red ground. Internally too the vessel was remark- 
able for especial neatness. On the deck there was a perfect 
Dutch cleanliness, and from the manner in which all the 
ship's stores were arranged it could be seen that duty was 
mcMBt carefully attended to on board this ship. Although, 
judging fix)m its size, it must have a large crew, everything 
went on noiselessly on board. Here and there a few sailors 
leaned over the bulwarks chewing their tobacco and indolently 
eigoying the beautiful evening. Except the watch in the 
maintop and the ofl&cer on duty, who was walking up and 
down the quarterdeck, nobody on board seemed to be troubled 
with any special duties, except two negroes, who, dressed in 
Turkish costume and armed with short-handled halberts, 
mounted guard on either side of the cabin staira 

The crew was composed of a strange medley of the most 
varying nations, and displayed no uniformity in the style and 
colour of their attire. One sailor wore the light Spanish 
jerkin, another Dutch galligaskins, a third the long-tailed 
jacket of the Normandy fishermen, a fourth the purse-shaped 
hair-net of the Catalan, a fifth the Greek fez, a sixth the 
sombrero of the West Indian colonies. The ofiicer of the 
watch, an elderly, steady man, wore the full-bottomed wig 
and over-richly embroidered coat of a French nobleman. 
Kot only the costume of the oflScers, but also that of all the 
Bailors was excessively clean, and was composed of fine and 
costly materials of a bright colour. Silk and velvet, even 

I 2 
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expensive lace collars, could be seen on many of the sunburnt 
fellows, and the sturdy boatswain wore the silver whistle, 
the symbol and instrument of his office, hanging by a thick- 
linked gold chain round his neck. 

The vessel displayed something mysterious in its entire 
appearance, as in its crew. There was no flag at the peak. 
It could not be a merchantman, for it was much too clean 
and neat. If it were a man-o*-war, it ought to have port- 
holes, and such were nowhere visible. Or did the before- 
mentioned red stripe, which seemed, however, to form part of 
the hull, conceal the portholes ? 

" Topman," a sonorous voice could be heard shouting from 
the cabin, " is no boat in sight ] " 

" None, sir," was the shnll answer. 

The questioner appeared for a moment on the cabin stairs. 
We recognise in him the man whom we first saw at the ruin 
on Rhode Island, and who has been alluded to several times 
under the names of De Lussan and El Exterminador. 

" Monsieur Le Grand," he cried to the officer of the watch, 
" order a boat to be kept in readiness for immediate use." 

The officer gave the requisite orders, and while the boat 
was lowered with noiseless rapidity, De Lussan, from whose 
few remarks we are able to learn that he was captain of the 
ship, turned to a young man standing by his side, in whom 
we find a second acquaintance in Thorkil Wikingson, who 
had been a guest aboard the Gloria for some days past. 

" My wife is very late to-day in returning," said De Lussan. 
" I almost repent having yielded to her fancy and allowing 
her to go alone." 

" Do not be alarmed, captain," Gtolden-hair answered, " the 
coast is quite deserted and conceals no dangers. The mistress 
also said that she should not return before sunset" 

"Certainly; but the sun is abeady very low, and you 
cannot understand, friend, how anxious a man may feel about 
a darling wife. Besides, waiting here is a confoundedly 
tedious £^air. I am not at all adapted for it" 
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** And yet I fancy," Thorkil interjected, "that patience is 
even more necessary for the seaman than for the hunter." 

** There you are right, but give me an agitated sea and a 
sharp chase. But tell me, my young friend, how do you like 
the sea?" 

** If I am to speak the truth, not nearly so well as the 
forests. A ship is a confined thing, and I hardly think that 
I could ever feel at home in it" 

** And yet you, like myself, are descended from a family of 
seafarers." 

" Certainly ; but I fear that training and habit have made 
me once for all a land rat, as you sailors contemptuously call 
all other mortals." 

"Ah," said De Lussan laughingly, "you appear to be 
already conversative with our nautical expressions. They 
certainly do not sound very polite." 

"That is my opinion too," the youth remarked; "and I 
must say that at our last meeting with the two sachems I 
was glad that they did not hear one of those compliments 
intended for them. Your boatswain. Terrible, asked me 
what painted red herrings those were." 

" I had the same feeling, foi de gentilhomme, for there is 
no joking with these kings of the wilderness. But to return 
to the waiting. I find time growing very long in these 
narrow bays and creeks, and our friends persistently neglect 
to let us hear from them. What is your opinion of the 
matter r' 

" I confidently expect to see Groot Willem to-morrow, or 
to receive a message from him." 

" 1 shall be glad of that, for I cannot possibly remain any 
longer in these waters, and above all in a state of inaction. 
But you are certain that the two chiefs may be fully trusted ]" 

" I guarantee Canonchet's fidelity as my own." 

"And King Philip?" 

" Although he never gave me cause for mistrust, I cannot 
get rid of the thought that Metacom assented with re- 
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pugnance to one of the principal conditions of our agreement, 
and will not strive very strenuously to keep it when the 
tomahawk of his warriors has been once raised." 

"You have watched him closely as it appears. Nor did 
the expression of his face please me either, when we were 
discussing that point. But we must wait, and must not be 
too particular if a couple of scalps, more or less, are lifted." 

"Do not speak in that way, captain. Although my 
nerves are not delicate, it grieves me at times that I have 
formed an alliance with redskins against people of my own 
colour, against Christians." 

" Oh, what nonsense ! remember how these amiable Christians 
have treated your foster-father and yourself. Foi de gentU- 
homme, it requires Iceland blood to feel any hesitation." 

" I tell you, captain, my Iceland blood is no fish's blood, 
and I know what beseems my father's son. But, for all that, 
the Wampanog shall keep his promise, if he wishes to have 
Willem and me as friends. We, too, only want our rights, 
and the redskins shall have theirs too, so that they may not 
be homeless on the hunting-grounds of their fathers. But 
for that reason defenceless people need not be exposed to 
the blood-thirstiness of the savages; and, strange to say, since 
yesterday I have been unable to dismiss a fear that Metacom 
has been untrue to the promise he made us." 

" Enough of this absurdity, young man ! but look, the 
sun's disk has disappeared within a narrow strip." 

De Lussan had hardly uttered this impatient remark, when 
the cry was heard from the top, of " Boat ahoy !" 

Terrible's whistle gave a shrill summons ; at the same 
instant, Monsieur Le Grand came up, and reported, with up- 
lifted hat : — 

" Madame's boat and an Indian canoe are to leeward of 
the frigate." 

"Ah, at last !" the captain cried; "down with the side- 
ladder, my boys," De Lussan shouted to several sailors who 
had hurried up. 
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The ladder was lowered, a gentle plashing was heard, and 
Desdemona, the mistress of Uie ship, whom the Indians had 
christened by the pretty name of Ih-nis-kin, took De Lussan's 
hand and, followed by Hih-lah-dih, stepped on board. 

" I was greatly alarmed about you, my love," the captain 
said to her, as the sailors reverently fell back. " At any 
rate, you shall never go alone again. . . . But what has 
occurred ] tell me," he continued, anxiously, as he noticed 
his wife's deep agitation, and the restlessness of her eye. 
You are heated and apparently upset." 

Raoul," she hastily answered, " I must speak with you ; 
come, and call Golden-hair too." 

And, seizing the Indian girl's hand, she hurried to the 
entrance of the cabin-stairs, where the sentries gave her a 
military salute. 

De Lussan looked after her for a moment, in surprise, and 
said, half aloud, to the young hunter : — 

** It must be something extraordinary that could excite the 
usually so calm Desdemona to such an extent. Monsieur 
Le Grand," he added to the officer of the watch, " take care of 
the frigate ; the atmosphere promises a calm night ; we shall 
remain here till morning." 

Then he followed the two women with Thorkil. About 
three hours later, De Lussan returned with his guest to the 
quarter-deck, which was now brilliantly illumined by the 
moon. The night was fine and warm, the air almost still, 
and the vessel swayed idly on her cable. The captain hastily 
walked up and down several times, then stopped and asked 
the officer who had relieved Monsieur Le Grand : — 

" How is the weather, Senor Estevan ]" 

The man thus addressed, a Spanish Creole, answered in 
French, the language generally used aboard, though with a 
slightly foreign accent : — '* All clear, sieur ; there is a slight 
breeze coming up from the south, which promises to be 
stronger after midnight." 

De Lussan walked to the taffrail, in order to examine the 
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signs of wind and weather. Then he said, with the sharp- 
ness peculiar to his orders : — 

'' Senor Estevan, have the capstan manned and the anchor 
raised at once. Get the ship under weigh, and steer nor- 
nor-west, till we reach the mouth of the Pawtucket river." 

" Good, sieur ; shall we anchor at that spot 1" 

" No, wait for further orders." 

After giving these instructions, the captain turned to 
Thorkil, and said : — " Come, we will gossip for an hour, for I 
fjEincy the news Hih-lah-dih has brought us is not of a nature 
to allow you to find sleep so soon." 

ThorkU seemed to be excessively excited ; but he also saw, 
by the moonlit features of the seaman, by his flashing eyes 
and contracted brow, that he, too, must be greatly agitated. 
The captain allowed this to be seen, too, by his repeated 
remark, " Foi de gerUUhommej 'tis a strange story." 

" Certainly, more than strange," Thorkil observed, "and I 
shall never pardon myself for having been out of the woods 
when I knew that Metacom meditated a blow. But it is no 
use talking about it, so tell me quickly, sir, what you still 
have to say to me, for I intend to reach Providence as 
speedily as possible. I shall take Hih-lah-dih*s canoe." 

"It is not necessary. Just listen, Terrible's whistle is 
summoning the crew to their posts ; within ten minutes the 
ship will have all her canvas spread, and I am certain that 
the Gloria will carry you more quickly into Providence bay 
than an Indian canoe." 

" You are bound for that bay ?" 

" Yes, my wife wishes it, a'nd it may serve my plans as 
well." 

The creaking of the capstan could now be heard, and the 
regular stamping of the men turning it. At the same time, 
the rigging was filled with dark forms, who noiselessly made 
the requisite preparations for setting sail. 

"Anchor clear!" the boatswain fiercely shouted in his 
hoarse voice. 
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" Stand by I" Sefior Estevan replied. 

The sails feU horn the yards, and for a few seconds hung 
flaccidly down. But, gradually, an increasing flapping sound 
announced that the breeze was beginning to work on the 
sails. 

" All ready, sieur," the officer of the watch announced. 

*'Very good, senor," the captain replied. "Down with 
the helm, and mind you keep before the wind. So soon as 
we reach Pawtucket bay, the pinnace must be got ready for 
immediate ssrvice." 

The whit» canvas began to swell, the ship made a half 
turn, and ere long dashed, with pleasant lightness, on its 
coarse. 

" There, my friend, iN'ow I should like, before we go ashore, 
to let you have a glance at my plans," De Luasan, began 
again. " First of all, tell me what you think of the news we 
heard in the cabin ] " 

" What I think of it 1 So much is certain, that the sachem 
of the Wampanogs has dealt a blow at Swansea, and not 
kept his promise. Further, that Metacom has made 
prisoners, dragged them into the woods, and there separated 
them, quite in accordance with the policy of the redskins. 
But what does he intend doing with them? In Providence 
I shall meet Groot Willem, and obtain further information." 

" I fancy that we may set our minds at rest as to the fate 
of the prisoners," the captain replied, " and that the chief 
intends no violence towards themselves, as otherwise he 
would have spared them as little as the other settlers. He 
must give them up, voluntarily or by compulsion, and if 
force should be necessary, we will mutually assist each other. 
But what do you think of the strange suppositions my wife 
entertains ]" 

"According to the information I have gathered, and the 
proof which the Mistress has afibrded, I consider them well 
founded." 

De Lussan looked down thoughtfully, his forehead was 
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galleon was driven by a storm on to the wild northern coast 
of Hayti. One night I succeeded in getting on deck from 
the place where we prisoners were confined. The storm had 
relaxed, and I saw in the moonlight, which, as you are 
aware, in tropical climes almost equals the brightness of day, 
the flashing surf breaking on some coast The thought 
suddenly occurred to me that this might possibly be the 
smaU island of Tortuga, which is separated from the north 
coast of Hayti by a narrow arm of the sea. My resolution 
was immediately formed, for during our voyage across the 
Atlantic I had heard a good deal about this island, and 
that it was the head-quarters of the filibusters or buccaneers, 
whom in my boyish fancy I compared with the Norman 
sea-king in the days of the Vikinger expeditions, and already 
regarded as heroes, because they were inexorable foes of the 
Spaniards. Although I knew that the sea all around 
swarmed with sharks, I threw off my clothes and leapt in 
with a curse at the Spaniards. I exerted all my strength to 
escape from the slavery behind me. The prospect of liberty 
and revenge steeled me, and I advanced, keeping the surf 
carefully in sight. But the distance was greater than I had 
fancied it in the deceptive moonlight. I was beginning to 
feel my muscles relax, when the current seized me, and 
hurled me with tremendous force towards the thundering 
breakers. I fancied that I should be dashed to pieces against 
a reef ; my consciousness left me, and when I awoke again 
from my insensibility, I found myself in the hut of a bucca- 
neer who had found me senseless on the beach. The surf 
had hurled me naked and bare into the midst of the filibusters. 
I presume that you know their history ?" 

" Tolerably," Thorkil answered \ " my teacher, Eoger 
Williams, told me of theuL" 

" What did that Puritan say of them 1" 

" That the Brethren of the Coast were the most daring men 
that ever navigated the seas, but at the same time " 

"WeUI" 
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** The most illegal band that ever existed." 

** Ah, the worthy preacher, for whom, however, I entertain 
the greatodt respect from all you have told, ought to have 
informed himself better. I tell you, my friend, that there was 
never a community in which the laws laid down by themselves 
were more strictly observed, than by the Brethren of the 
. Coast. Or, have you not always noticed the strictest discipline 
on board the Gloria V 

" Yes, I must confess it, and I admire the skill with wliich 
you govern your crew." 

" Yes, the lads know me, and are aware that the slightest 
opposition to my will will be instantly punished by death. 
But let me continue my story. The majority of the filibusters 
at Tortuga were Frenchmen, and hence I, as a countryman, was 
welcomed by them with the rough hospitality which is found 
in the buccaneer settlements. The recital of my adventures 
and the desire for revenge which I displayed toward the 
Spanish galleon, gained me the attachment of these men. In 
a few hours, one of the small vessels put to sea with which 
these desperate men are accustomed to chase and board the 
largest Spanish ships. I was of the party. We came up 
with the galleon, and boarded it in spite of a murderous fire. 
Merely armed with a small cutlass, I, in my indescribable 
passion, was the first to reach the enemy's deck, cut down 
everybody who tried to oppose mo, till near the mainmast I 
reached tiie * seiior capitano,' who had wished to make me a 
slave on a sugar plantation, and whose head I now separated 
from his body by one desperate stroke. In an instant the 
galleon was captured. This was the beginning of a career 
which by the end of a year placed me at the head of a crew 
whose members you now find aboard the Gloria; a career 
which acquired me from the Spaniards the name of El Ex- 
terminador. You know how greatly feared this name is in 
the West Indian waters, from the coast of Newfoundland 
down to the Isthmus of Panama. I will tell you on some 
other occasion a few of my adventures." 
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"I shall be very glad to hear them," Golden-hair said 
eagerly, and with sparkling eyes. 

" Through an accident I learnt the death of my father and 
brother. Attacked by a species of nostalgia for La Belle 
France, I placed my men under the command of Monsieur 
Le Grand, in whom I could unhesitatingly trusty and sailed for 
Europe. With my gold I acted for awhile the great gentle- 
man in Paris and Versailles, but I was soon weary of this 
inactive, extravagant life. I left our ruined chateau in Nor- 
mandy in the charge of a distant countryman ; but I found 
from my father's papers, that our fsunily for a long time past 
had had a large claim upon the English branch of the house, 
which my father, however, had been unable to follow up, 
through want of pecuniary resources. I went to England, 
and commenced a tedious lawsuit, which I lost. But, instead 
of it, I gained there my wife, although considerable difficulties 
opposed our marriage ; for it appeared a horror to her family, 
who were obstinate Puritans, that one of their daughters 
should marry an idolatrous Papist, as they call people of my 
creed. But Desdemona did not share these views, and 
followed me, accompanied by the blessing of her liberally- 
minded mother, but, unhappily, by the curse of her father 
and grandfather. My stories about the sea and the New 
World had enchanted the highly-gifted girl, and when I took 
my young wife on board the Gloria, which was built for me 
by one of the first shipwrights at Brest, her eyes glistened 
with delight. We got under weigh, and crossed the Atlantia 
Desdemona was the good genius of my ship. Victory was 
chained to my flag, and my name acquired fresh terror and 
renown. I should have liked to lay a kingdom at the feet of 
my wife, and as the enterprises of a Pizarro, an Almagro and 
others floated before my mind, I thought about preparing a 
large expedition to the interior of Central America, a portion 
of which enormous territory I intended to seize and occupy. 
As the tropical climate, however, had a deleterious effect on my 
wife's health, I turned my attention to the northern latitudes 
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of tbe American continent, and more especially the enormous 
legions behind the settlements of Yiiginia and Xew England, 
which have never yet been visited by a white man, much less 
snbjngated by him. Of course, in conquering the^e deserts 
I must first get a firm foothold on the coast, and I in no way 
concealed fix)m myself the difficulties of my enterprise. On 
account of my wife I cannot think of continuing my filibuster 
life. Although I am rich enough to lead a quiet existence, 
inaction would be my death, and Desdemona, too, likes a life 
of activity and adventures. I therefore intend to carry out 
the plan of a conquest in North America with all my energy, 
resembling the old Norman duke RoUo when he conquered 
the valley of the Seine and founded Normandy. What is 
your opinion of this plan, Thorkill" 

^'It is bold and grand, captain, but its audacity almost 
terrifies me." 

" Stuif ! I do not believe that of so daring a woodrangor. 
But, to reach the end of my story : during an excursion which 
I undertook for the purpose of inspecting the interior of New 
England, I made the acquaintance of the trader Tom Morton, 
on Moimt Wollaston. I am aware that he is a ruined lawyer 
from London, a gambler and toper, who leads an offensively 
loose life with his companions at Merry-mount, as they have 
re-christened it. I would not trust him from here to my fore- 
mast, but he has abeady been useful to me " 

" You act wisely, captain, in not trusting that man. For 
my part, I always went with the greatest repugnance to Merry- 
mount, and only when I was absolutely compelled, to exchange 
our peltry for ammunition and other indispensable articles." 

De Lussan reflected for a little whila Then he said : — 

" I have given you a peep at my plan, Thorkil. You know 
what I have already done to carry it out, through my con- 
nexion with the natives. Tell me frankly whether you think 
that the scheme can be successfully carried out ?'' 

'' I am unable to decide that : in any case, the colonists will 
offer you the most obstinate resistance.'' 
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" I shall be glad of it, for I dislike easy successes : that 
triumph is alone glorious which is gained by the exertion of 
all one's strength. The affair has been commenced, and the 
contest between the savages and the colonists has broken out. 
May they murder and weaken one another, that is all. Then 
I shall interfere. I have abundance of gold, my crew are 
unhesitatingly attached to me, I shall send Monsieur Le Grand 
to the Western Isles, and at my summons he will bring me 
up hundreds of freebooters who do not fear even the fiend 
himself" 

« Hundreds of " 

** Pirates, you were going to say, were you not % Ah, that 
causes you to hesitate? But think of all the conquerors 
whose names history has recorded in its annals. They were 
nothing better than robbers. What were Eomulus, the founder 
of Eome, Rollo, Eobert Guiscard, William the Conqueror, 
Cortez, Pizarro? Eegarded in the right light, nought but 
robber chiefs." 

As Thorkil remained thoughtfully silent, De Lussan con- 
tinued with a little less enthusiasm, — 

" I have already hinted to you that the thing which has 
been troubling my wife's mind this evening might make a 
serious flaw in my pkn. It would be most imlucky if all the 
measures hitherto taken, which have cost me so much time 
and trouble, should be futilized by this unforeseen accident. 
Hence we must try to acquire a certainty at any price and as 
speedily as possible. For, look ye, since I heard what my 
wife and the Indian girl told us, a foreboding has weighed 
heavily on my breast. Whether my wife is deceived in her 
supposition, or whether she confirm it, in either case I am 
frightened about her, for it is tearing open a wound again 
which it was formerly very difl&cult to heaL What do you 
advise me to do in this matter T' 

" If we were in the forests, I would tell you that my voice 
is still too young to be heard at the council fire. Before all 
else I have now a terrible duty to fulfil, for which Groot 
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"Willem smnmons me to Providence. But after that is done, I 
promise you to get on Metacom's trail, and not give up till I 
have found him. The chief has an account to settle with 
us, and if he cannot do so, we shall be parted for ever." 

" I shall accompany you, friend ; for you can understand 
how anxious I am to avoid a breach with the natives, whose 
revolt against the colonists so greatly promotes my plan. But, 
now to speak of your affairs. You believe, then, that the 
hour has arrived when you must perform the fearful part of 
an avenger of blood." 

" WiUem's message leaves me no doubt on the subject." 

" And are you both perfectly convinced that the vengeance 
will fall on the right man ?" 

" We are so, but wish to avoid even the appearance of pre- 
cipitation ; Willem has arranged that the Judge of Swansea, 
who is Metacom's prisoner, shall be brought to Providence. 
There Eaton shall hear my accusation in the presence of 
Ik>ger Williams, who is his friend ; he shall conduct his defence 
before a jury, and be tried, not murdered." 

"That is acting sensibly and honourably. But whence 
comes the hatred which Groot Willem feels for Eaton ?" 

" Groot Willem does not like to talk about the matter ; but 
I believe I may tell you what is generally known among the 
old settlers. Willem and Eaton were in their youth intimate 
friends, although their divergent views about religious matters 
at first formed a stone of offence. Eaton was also a rigid adhe- 
rent of Puritanism, whose rules he wished to be observed with 
the greatest strictness. Willem, on the other hand, refused to 
join the Puritan community, and openly declared that he was 
a sufficiently good Christian if he acted rightly, had God 
before his mind and heart, and loved his neighbour. He had 
done his friend immense services in founding the colony of 
Swansea, and Eaton readily gave his assent to Willem's marriage 
with Mabel, the judge's only sister, especially as he hoped in 
this way to gain Willem over to his Church. He did not 
succeed, however, and when Eaton, with his unbending 
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severity^ tried to break the marriage and take Mabel back 
into his house, Willem, who was not then the cold-blooded 
woodianger you now know him, was foolish enough to 
make some harsh remarks about the absurd intolerance of 
Puritanism. These remarks were repeated to the judge in 
an exaggerated form, and he fancied his faith calumniated 
and a satisfstction owing to it. Willem was summoned before 
the elders of the Church to answer the charge. He refused, 
with contemptuous expressions, to appear. He was condemned 
to do public penance by confessing his sins in the presence 
of the assembled community. Willem felled to the ground 
the messenger who brought him the sentence. He was arrested 
by force, and brought before a court, of which Eaton was pre- 
sident When the prisoner defiantly reftised any revocation, 
he was sentenced to a public flogging and the loss of his right 
ear. After a fearful resistance, he was compelled to undergo 
the sentence. During the night Mabel contrived to get into 
the block-house where the prisoner was confined. The noble 
woman cut his bonds and fled with him to Providence, where, 
however, she soon died. She rests under a willow-tree on 
Naragansett Bay." 
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CHAPTEE IX. 



THE TRIAL. 

TBB COLONY OF PROVIDENCE — A NEW ACQUAINTANCE— ROOFIR WIL- 
LIAMS—ALARM AS TO THE FATE OF LOVELY AND THE TWO COLONELS 
— ^THB pilgrim's OAK AND WILLIAMS' SPRING — ^A TRIAL BY JUllY — 
THORKIL'S accusation of murder — THE STORY OF A YOUN(J LIFE 
— THE ANCESTRAL TREASURE — TWO INCRIMINATING PROOFS — A 
verdict OF DEATH. 

The colony of Providence was situated on the bay between 
the mouth of the Pa\'vi;ucket and that of the Moshasncck. 
Here, too, a band of the pilgiims of the wilderness had settled : 
their houses lay scattered under clumps of trees, and the roads, 
by which a sort of communication was maintained between 
them, still ran through the relics of the far from thoroughly 
cleared virgin forest, on whose site the populous commercial 
city of Providence now stands. All the buildings in the set- 
tlement consisted of regular American block-houses, among 
which an isolated one was distinguished by being covered by 
a large wild vine, whose tendrils were carefully trailed over 
the beams, which time had bronzed. From the house a neat 
garden ran down to the bay, and the fruit-trees and flowers 
in it appeared to be most lovingly tended. 

Early on a dewy summer morning the door of this house 
was opened, and there walked forth into the garden an old 
man of lofty stature, with a countenance full of mild dignity. 
A silvery beard descended to the girdle which fastened his 
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outer garment, which was made of black home-spun linen, 
and imparted to his face something prophetic and apostolic. 

The old man stood for awhile with folded hands and his 
large thoughtful eyes raised to heaven, as if he were praying. 
Then he advanced and inhaled with rapture the fragrant 
morning breeze. He looked at the bay, whose gently rippled 
water was beginning to sparkle in the rising sunhght, then 
turned to his flowers and trees ; and after he had given them 
the necessary attention with a careful hand, he walked up 
and down with drooping head, huried in deep thought 

Many of my readers will have guessed that we have before 
us Eoger Williams, whose name has been repeatedly men- 
tioned in the course of this story. He was one of the feithers 
of the American republic, and founder of the State of Rhode 
Island, to which the colony of New Providence grew up in 
the course of time. Eoger Williams arrived in New England 
in the year 1631. He had devoted himseK to theology, and, 
as a member of the Puritan sect, endured repeated persecu- 
tion, although he was not at all intolerant or hostile toward 
others of different opinions ; but, on the contrary, combined 
with lofty conscientiousness the most magnanimous love of his 
neighbour, and the mildest gentleness and kindness. But 
his toleration in matters of faith, and his unfaltering striving 
for mental liberty, displeased the strict Puritan governments 
of the colonies, and, soon after his arrival in New England, 
brought persecution upon him. Willieims, who resided at 
Salem, received orders to come to Boston, where, as if he was 
a criminal and unworthy of the society of the pilgrims, he 
was to be placed on board a ship lying in readiness, and be 
conveyed to England. When the accused sent a message to say 
that he was ill and could not travel without danger to his life, 
they attempted to fetch him by force ; but the bailiffs did not 
find him. The sick man had been warned, and left his house 
betimes, accompanied by a few faithful friends. He went in 
a boat across Massachusetts Bay, landed in Plymouth territory, 
and made his way in the winter snow through the forests to 
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the Indians, 'whose friendship he had gained on fonuer excur- 
sions, and whose language he had learned. For fourteen 
weeks, as he afteiwards wrote, he was shamefully cast about 
in the hitter season of the year, without knowing what a 
slice of bread or a bed was. "Without a guide he wanderevl 
about the wilderness ; frequently had on stormy nights no lire, 
no food, no comrade, and a hollow tree as his sole abode. At 
last Williams reached the wigwam of Massasoit, the Sikchem 
of the Pokanokets, who at the time had a quarrel with Cano- 
nicos, the sachem of the Xaragansetts. He was hospitably 
received, and produced a reconciliation between the cliiet's 
who, like the red men generally, henceforth regarded him as 
their sincere Mend, as &e most honest of the Palefaces, and 
called him Haddeh-Manitoo, or the Tongue of the (rood 
Spirit. Massasoit gave him a piece of land, and "Williams 
began cultivating it with the aid of five men of Salem, who 
had followed him hither through affection. 

The governor of Plymouth at that day called Williams* 
attention to the fact that the spot where he had settled be- 
longed to the territory of the colony, and advised him to 
remove to the western shore of the bay, where he could bo 
entirely independent. "Williams gratefully accepted this 
advice as the voice of heaven, and rowed across the bay, with 
his five companions, to the land of the Naragansotts, wlio 
received him kindly, and their chief presented liim with the 
whole country between the Moshasneck; and the Pawtucket. 
Williams nobly divided the land among his friends, seven 
more of whom had joined him the while from Salem and 
Plymouth, without demanding the slightest compensation for 
it, or reserving for himself a yard more land than the rest. 
The thirteen pilgrims of the wilderness formed a religious 
and political community, of which the first fundamental rul(j 
was perfect liberty of belie£ In order to express hia 
immovable confidence in God's goodness, Williams christ- 
ened the spot where he and his comrades began to clear the 
forest and erect their cabins, Providence, aud established the 
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and vengeance of the Peqnods, expending at the council-fires 
all the strength of his eloquence, in a language learnt with 
difficulty, in order to prevent the apprehended alliance. 
And he succeeded; he even succeeded in inducing the 
I^aragansetts to form an offensive and defensive alliance with 
the colonists, the result of which was that the Pequod war 
took a very favourable turn for the latter. 

Such was Eoger Williams, the patriarch of the State joy- 
ously growing up around him. Although now in his seventy- 
seventh year, his tall thin body was still unbowed, and his 
eye still glistened with the fire of youtL But even his old 
age was not spared trials ; the outbreak of deadly hostilities 
between the white and red men, which he had long foreseen, 
feared, and tried to nip in the bud, had arrived, to his 
intense grief. Through his sense of justice, he was com- 
pelled to allow that both parties had reasons for complaining, 
and the natives more so than the white men, as they ran an 
evident risk of being driven from the hunting-gromds of 
their forefethers by the constantly spreading colonisation. 
Even though he was obliged to say to himself that, in the 
natural course of things, civilized nations must gradually 
overpower and expel savages ; still his heart bled at the 
thought that the natives, who had so kindly received himself 
when barbarously repulsed by his countrymen, should be now 
driven by foreign intruders from the territory of their fathers, 
on which they led a happy life according to their ideas, or 
even extirpated. On the other hand, the alliance between 
the ambitious Metacom and the daring Canonchet appeared 
to him most serious and dangerous; and as his exertions had 
been in vain to detach the sachem of the Naragansetts, who 
had hitherto devotedly obeyed him, from the alliance with 
King Philip, he proposed to the two chiefs that, as they 
must sooner or later be overpowered by the constantly in- 
creasing force of the colonists, they should collect all the 
native tribes of New England, and march with them toward 
the west, where they could obtain fresh hunting-grounds and 
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establish new villages in the bonndless forests and aavannah^ 
ikr away from the white men. The chiefs, howeTer, refused 
to listen to this grand project. 

It ie not smprising that on this morning Bogei Williams 
should seem snnk in deep thought ; for he could not conceal 
from himself that when King Philip had conqaeied the 
settlers of Plymouth, Massachusetts, and Connectient, he 
would no longer show those of Frovidence the kindness and 
friendship wtuch he had promised his ally Canonchet. And 
to all this a further sorrow was added. Judge Eaton, whom 
he bad called hia frieud for many years, was accused of mnr- 
der, and in the power of hia two bitterest enemies, Thortdl 
and Groot Willem, who purposed to put him on his trial 

The old man did not notice two men enter the garden. It 
was not till they were close to him that he looked np and 
saw before hirn the noble form of the sachem of the Ifara- 
gansetta, and as well as the gigantic one of the old trapper. 

All three aaluted each other in silence, and some minutes 
elapsed ere Williams said, with a significant glance at the 
trapper : — 

" May the Lord turn this day to good, so that it may be 
called a blessed ona" 

As the old hunter still made no remark, Williams eaid \o 
him, with an accent of gentle reproach : — 

" You do not Bay Amen, friend Willem ! and yet^ as a 
Christian, you must have understood me." 

" I did 80, reverend friend," Groot Willem answered. 
"But, pardon, I feel to-day aa great a pain at the spot where 
my right ear used to be as at the time when " 

"Oil, say no morel sorrow and age have hardened your 
heart. 1 trust, though, that Thorkil will remember the 
loBHona 1 imprinted on hia young heart. But tell me whether 
you have not boon able to learn anything more explicit as to • 
tlio fate of the two colomOs uiid llie mwden, Willem?" 

"No, I maJo every I'll'mt to draw something fiom that 
■oowliiig AnnawoD, who brought thej^M^jMu il9ot you 
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know tliat when an Indian has made np his mind to hold 
his tongue, the evil one himself could not induce him to 
speak." 

The aged man laid his hand on the shoulder of the sachem, 
who had as yet not uttered a syllable, and said : — 

" My heart is grieved for the fate of two white chiefs and 
their daughter, whom Metacom carried from the ruins of 
Swansea into the forest. Does not my son know where they 
now are ] '* 

"The sachem of the Wampanogs is a great warrior," 
Canonchet answered, with downcast eyes ; " Metacom is very 
wise, very clever ; so clever that he can hide his trail, even 
from the eyes of friends." 

"Certainly, sachem, we know that," Willem observed; 
" but one of your runners was with Metacom when the 
tomahawk was raised over Swansea ; and the young braves of 
the Naragansetts have sharp eyes." 

" Look at me, my son," Williams said earnestly. " Does the 
chiefs heart no longer lie open before me as it formerly did ?" 

The chief raised his eyes and met the affectionate gaze of 
the patriarch, which seemed to have a magical effect upon 
him. He seized Williams* hand with a noble gesture, pressed 
it to his bosom, and replied : — 

" No, Canonchet's heart shall still remain uncovered before 
the eye of the Haddeh-Manitoo, even when it bleeds at the 
recollection of Miantonomo." 

The chief uttered the last words with such a sorrowful 
accent, that not only Williams, but the not generally soft- 
hearted old trapper was touched by them. Both knew in 
what a barbarous and shameful way the colonists allowed his 
father to be murdered, and understood the furious hatred 
which Canonchet bore in his heart against them. Hence the 
patriarch seized the sachem's hands with great sympathy, 
and said : — 

" My son knows how I think about this unjust and lament- 
able deed " 
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" Canonchet knowa it," the sachem interrupted him ; " he 
knows that his white father raised his voice loudly against 
the treacherous resolution of the Palefaces. Canonchet," 
the chief continued, after a^ slight hesitation, "was far away 
when Metacom raised the tomahawk and destroyed the 
wigwams of Swansea hy fire, but his young warrior saw that 
the sachem of the Wampanogs carried off the two white 
chiefs, the Little Fire Spitter, and the young squaw toward the 
south." 

"Toward the south?" Willem cried, and added, after a 
little reflection, " then I am on the right track ! Hih-lah- 
dih knew nothing about it^ that is certain. To the south, 
you say, sachem ?" 

"Yes," Canonchet repeated. 

" Death and the Duivel ! Where can he have taken them 
in that direction, except to Mount WoUaston % " 

" To Mount WoUaston, where the band of that reprobate 
Morton dwells," Williams remarked. "Your conjecture 
startles me, Willem." 

" It startles myself, for Eoaring Tom would be capable of 
surrendering them to the king's soldiers. The villain will do 
anything for money. But if the two colonels have been taken 
to Mount WoUaston, the Wampanog has acted falsely to us, 
and, by heavens ! he shaU pay for it. But listen, there is 
the bell ringing." 

The sound of a bell could be distinctly heard from the 
settlement. Its booming sound seemed to summon to a 
serious business, and WUUams confirmed this by saying, with 
eyes upUfted to Heaven : — 

" Let us go, then, and may God render His justice visible !" 

" Certainly," the old trapper muttered, " and may ThorkU 
keep his five senses together, for this is probably the most 
important day of his life." 

In the centre of one of those pretty meadows called prairies 
by the settlers, which extended behind the houses of Provi- 
dence to the gloomy virgin forest, stood a colossal oak, caUed 
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the Pilgrims' Oak. A spring bubbling np in the shadow of 
its branches poured its copious stream through a clumsy tube 
into a basin of coarsely-cut stones, and was called Williams' 
Spring, because the founder of the colony, when he first 
reached the spot, quenched his thirst there. 

This spot was regarded as sacred by the settlers. Here 
Williams assembled his companions for prayers on the first 
Sunday after their landing ; here he gave the rising colony 
the name of Providence, and the law which, to the present 
day, chiefly forms the constitution of Rhode Island. In all 
important matters the people assembled at Williams' Spring, 
under the Pilgrims' Oak 

But the oak had never witnessed a more numerous assembly 
than on this day. 

In the shade of the tree stood a long table, on either side 
of which six men, settlers of Providence, were seated. The 
upper end of the table was occupied by the foreman, Samuel 
Endicott, a worthy old man, who was the most respected 
member of the colony, next to the patriarch. 

At the lower end of the table was a bar, with two chairs 
opposite each other, inside. The right-hand seat, or that of 
the accuser, was occupied by Thorkil Wikingson ; the left 
hand, or that of the accused, by Theophilus Eaton. In 
front of the bar various groups formed a semicircle. 

On the right hand side of this semicircle might be noticed 
Pe Lussan, Desdemona, Hih-lah-dih, about half-a-dozen 
fantastically bedizened sailors from the Gloria^ and the inhabi- 
tants of Swansea, with the exception of the women and 
children. The left-hand side was occupied by the numerous 
escort of the sachem of the Naragansetts. Koger Williams 
had convened the natives with the intention of proving to 
them that the Palefaces exercised impartial justice. The red 
warriors were drawn up quite in the Indian fashion. In 
front sat Canonchet and his subordinate chiefs, and behind 
them came a row of braves, who were but little inferior to the 
chiefs in reputation. In the third line stood the young 
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men, wlio must first prove that they knew how to follow 
the war-path ere they would be allowed to join the second 
low. In the gap formed between the red men and the 
white, the patriarch could be seen, and a little further 
back, the old trapper, leaning on his huge roer, from 
which he had not parted for many a year, either awake or 
asleep. 

With the exception of this weapon, only one other could 
be seen in the entire assembly, — a short dagger, with a trian- 
gular blade and rusty metal handle, which lay on the table 
before Endicott, with a Bible. 

The clear blue sky of a summer^s morning was expanded 
over the solemn assembly. A breathless silence prevailed, 
which was only interrupted by the stiU pealing bell and the 
plashing of -Williams* Spring. The calumet went the round 
of the Indians, as is usual at all consultations among them ; 
but, with this exception, not the slightest movement was 
visible among them. 

The bell now ceased ringing; the president rose, bowed 
his head, looked around the assembly, and said — 

" In the name of God, almighty and omniscient, who sees 
all hidden things and tries the hearts and reins, I, Samuel 
Endicott, foreman of the jury of Providence, declare the 
court opened." 

After a short pause he turned to the members of the jury 
and addressed them as follows : — 

** Pellow-citizens and jurymen ! You will have a serious 
and melancholy case to try. The charge is one of assassina- 
tion, committed with the intention of robbery, on a stranger. 
Remember your oath, to weigh the evidence carefully and 
judge justly, so that you may be able to be responsible for 
your verdict hereafter before the Supreme Judge." 

After a further pause, Endicott addressed Eaton : — 

"Theophilus Eaton, of Swansea, a fearful suspicion rests 
upon you : you are accused of murder. Have you any 
objection to raise to the competency of this court ? " 
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All eyes were fixed on tlie old Puritan, wlio had hitlierto 
been regarded as a pattern of every virtue in the whole of the 
colonies. The unhappy old man rose slowly from his seat ; he 
seemed terribly bowed down and his courage to be broken by 
the misfortune which had beMlen Swansea, by his captivity, 
and by the fearful accusation suddenly hurled at him. When 
the word "murder" caught his ear he quivered and made an 
angrily repellent gesture with his hand. But he at once 
reverently bowed his head, and said calmly : — 

"The hand of the Lord lies heavy upon me. My soul 
groans under the weight of its sufferings, but I bear them 
humbly tiU it please God to put an end to the infliction." 

" Then you acknowledge the court % " 

" I bow to the decree of the Lord, who has poured out the 
vials of His wrath over the pilgrims of the wilderness, on 
account of their sins. Do whatever you think right. The 
will of the Lord be blessed to all eternity." 

He looked up to heaven, then sat down, and buried his 
pale face in his hands. 

" Thorkil Wikingson," Endicott again spoke, " advance to 
the bar and bring forward your charge. But first swear by 
Grod the Almighty that in all points you will speak the whole 
truth and nothing but the truth. Will you do so % " 

The whole assembly now turned their attention to the 
youth as he rose and stepped to the bar. He seemed greatly 
agitated, but raising his right hand, took the oath required in 
the following words : — 

"I swear by God the Almighty to speak the truth and 
nothing but the truth." 

" Speak then," the president ordered. 

"My name is Thorkil Wikingson, as you all know, ye 
men of Providence. I was bom at Iceland, that distant 
island in the northern sea, which was populated from Norway, 
the bh-thland of the Normans. As tradition says, in olden 
times a band of Icelanders, when on a naval expedition, were 
driven to the coast of this country, which they christened 
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Winland, in consequence of the abundance of wild grapes. 
On their return home numerous expeditions were undertaken 
to the newly-discovered land: my bold countrymen subju- 
gated the coasts and islands of I^ew England, but resigned 
their conquests for reasons now unknown. Traces of their 
presence still exist, and before all in the half-ruined Christian 
church which they built on Khode Island, in Naragansett 
Bay. When a boy, I heard at home, in Iceland, of this edifice, 
for in my family the tradition had been handed down from 
father to son, through many generations, that the founder of 
our house was the builder of this temple. My father, Bjom, 
was fond of referring to this affair with all sorts of mysterious 
allusions. When I was seven years of' age a pestilence 
carried off my mother, and from that time my father, who 
had inherited the adventurous temper of his forefathers, 
found no rest beneath his roo£ One day he said to me, 
' Thorkil, my lad, I must try and dispel m^ grief by chang^ 
of scene. We will sail to Winland. There, on an island in 
a small bay, my ancestor Olaff buried a treasure in the 
church he built, by the side of the font. I intend to raise 
it, for it is my property.' He collected all he possessed ; we 
went aboard a whaler, and landed at Plymouth. Thence we 
wandered through the forests toward NaragansettBay, and were 
hospitably received at Swansea by Judge Eaton — that Eaton 
whom I this day, through filial duty, accuse of murder." 

When Eaton, who had hitherto paid but shght attention 
to Golden-hair, heard his name mentioned, he raised his 
head and gazed at the youth with an expression as if a haK- 
slumbering reminiscence had been aroused in him. 

" Our friend speaks clearly," De Lussan whispered to his 
wife ; " it is evident that he received an excellent education 
from Eoger Williams." 

" Yes," Desdemona replied, " and the pure truth is visible 
in his simple and clear language." 

" Grolden-hair great speaker, very great at council-fire," 
Hih-lah-dih murmured admiringly 
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Thorkil continued : — 

" In spite of his adventurous temperament, my father was 
a sober and pious man. He and Eaton took pleasure in each 
other^s company, and my father confided to the judge the 
object that had brought him to this country. I can still 
distinctly remember how the two men frequently discussed 
the affair, and how Eaton considered the story about the 
buried treasure extremely ifuprobable. But when my father 
firmly adhered to his beliej^ the judge offered to carry us over 
himself to Khode Island. We entered a boat with him in 
the small creek to the west of Mount Hope promontory, 
which was pulled by two of his men. One of them was a 
white man of the name of Obededom ; the other a native of the 
"Wampanog tribe, whose Indian name, if I recollect rightly, 
was Pe-toh-pi-kiss, but who had been christened, on his con- 
version, Joshua by the settlers. We landed near the newly- 
founded settlement of Portsmouth. Here Master Eaton left 
us with his men, under the excuse that he had business in 
the village, and would await our return there." 

" Prisoner at the bar," the foreman here interrupted the 
accuser ; " do you remember the circumstances which Thorkil 
Wikingson has just mentioned % '* 

" Yes, it is as he has stated," the judge answered. " I 
waited, as we had agreed, three days for the strange man and 
his boy. They did not return, and I never heard anything 
more of them. Business suddenly recalled me home ; and, 
as the colonies at that time were sorely troubled by the 
Pequod war, I forgot to make any inquiries after them." 

" Are the two servants still alive who accompanied you on 
this trip % " Endicott asked further. 

" Obededom, a just man before the Lord, was slaughtered 
by the heathen a;t the destruction of Swansea. The other, 
Joshua, was a renegade, and, as we afterwards learned, sent 
as spy into my house by King Philip, that perverse Ahab. 
He left it soon after that event, and fell back into the blind- 
ness of heathenism." 
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" Did this Wampanog leave you daring the three days you 
spent at Portsmouth ? " 

^^ No ; so fieur as I can remember. He returned with me to 
Swansea." 

Endicott shrugged his shoulders pityingly, and requested 
Thorkil to continue. 

" My father and I," the young hunter began again, "walked 
through the forests of the island to its south-eastern point, 
where we found, as the family traditions stated, the primeval 
chapel, but half in ruins, as it now remains. My father 
walked round the circular hall and carefully examined it. 
On reaching the font, he walked a couple of paces to the 
left, stopped on a large slab, and said, *It must be here, 
Thorkil.' We had provided ourselves with a crowbar, and 
by its aid he laboriously raised the heavy stone ; and we 
really found beneath it a cavity, filled with heavy, dirty gold 
coins, of a clumsy square shape, and with a primitive, worn 
stamp. Our ancestor's treasure was found. 

** As night had set in, and we were tired, we lay down to 
sleep by the side of the cavity. While slumbering I fancied 
I heard a quick cry. When I awoke, my father lay motion- 
less in a pool of blood. A murderous hand had passed his 
throat. The dagger lying on that table was buried in his 
breast." 

The young hunter here stopped in deep emotion ; but 
added, in a hollow voice, after a short pause : — 

"It is a fearful recollection. Let my friend WiUem speak." 

A deep murmur of horror ran along the whole assembly. 
When he had slightly calmed himself, the foreman called 
out : — 

" Groot* Willem, step forward and say what you have 
to say." 

The old trapper advanced to the bar. As he passed, his 
eye fell on Eaton, and a slight smile of triumph passed over 
his scarred, weather-beaten features. The Puritan watched 
him approach with the calm resignation he maintained during 
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the entdre trial, and murmured, as Willem passed, tlie words 
of the Psalmist — 

*' Mine enemies hav6 conspired against me, and have taken 
the bow of slander in their hand." 

The trapper heard the word slander, and replied by an 
angry shake of the head. When he reached the bar, he 
commenced — 

" I am, as you all know, by trade a hunter. At the time 
to which we are now referring, the forests of Rhode Island 
offered an excellent hunting-ground, as they had not been 
cleared by the colonists as they now are. Hence I often 
went there, and had known the old building, to which my 
young friend has alluded, for a long time, though I never 
dreamed that a pile of gold was buried in the chapeL In 
fact, I do not trouble myself much about the yellow stuff, 
as it is of no use to me in the woods. Well, one day, after 
sleeping in the bush, I shot at dawn a fat buck, and, as I felt 
hungry, I carried the animal to the old hall, in order to get 
breakfast ready there, as I had frequently done. As I ap- 
proached the wall, however, I heard inside a lamentation and 
weeping, and on entering what did I see 1 a strange lad who, 
sobbing and half wild with grief and sorrow, was embracing 
the blood-stained corpse of an equally strange man, and who 
could only reply to all my questions — * My father ! my poor 
father ! ' The boy was ThorkiL I tried to pacify him ; and 
at length persuaded him to tell me the most important facts 
of his story. When I examined the cavity in which the 
treasure had been, I found it was empty. Not a trace of the 
murderer was to be seen inside the wall ; but the three-edged 
knife which I drew out of the murdered man*s chest seemed 
to me somewhat familiar. But, in continuing my researches 
outside of the hall, I found in the dust which was piled up 
round the old building the footsteps of two men." 

" Of two men r* Endicott asked anxiously. 

" Of two men ; and, to the disgrace of my colour, I am 
bound to state tiiat they were made by shoes such as the 
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people in the settlements are accustomed to wear. Without 
hoasting, I may feirly say that I am tolerably clever in fol- 
lowing a trail, and hence it was an easy task for me to follow 
the footsteps through the reeds to the sea-shore. There they 
disappeared at the precise spot where a slight hollow was per- 
ceptible, such as is produced by a boat being drawn ashora" 

" What did you afterwards, man 1 " 

'* I buried the dead man in the hole, and took the lad with 
me. But, as he was too young and delicate to share my 
forest life, I brought him to Providence, to my venerable 
friend Eoger Williams, who was a faithful father and teacher 
to bim till he was grown up/ Since then he has lived with 
me in the forests as an honest wood-ranger. I imparted to 
my reverend friend Williams what I had seen in the old 
hall, and also showed him the knifa He started on noticing 
the two letters engraved on the hilt, and that made me com- 
prehend why the instrument had appeared to me so familiar 
from the beginning." 

" Master Willem, are you willing to swear to the truth of 
your statement 1" 

" Swear ! of course, if I must. But I think my word will 
be sufficient." 

" Certainly, man, we know you," the foreman replied, and 
then respectfully called to the patriarch of the colony. 

" I must request your reverence to appear at the bar. The 
court requires your evidence." 

With a look of the deepest compassion, Eoger Williams 
walked past the accused and up to the bar. 

" Do you remember, sir," Endicott asked, " that Willem 
Mopper, here present, commonly known as Groot Willem, 
informed you at the time of the circumstances he has just 
repeated here 1 " 

" Yes ; I remember. He told me aU exactly as he has 
just repeated it." 

" Do you recognise," the foreman continued, " this knife 
as the one which Groot Willem showed you at that time ?" 
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" Yes, sir." 

" The trapper says that you noticed two letters engraved on 
the hilt. Can you tell us what they were ?" 

" Yes ; they were a Th. and an E." 

" Theophilus Eaton ! " was whispered on all sides, with 
a murmur of astonishment 

"Prisoner at the bar," Endicott said, "stand up. Your 
presence on the island at the time of the murder has been 
proved, and you have yourself acknowledged it. Look 
carefully at this knife, with which the murder was done. 
The handle beai-s the initial letters of your name. Was the 
weapon ever in your possession ? " 

The Puritan, who had mechanically risen on the foreman's 
order, calmly took the dagger in his hand. The weapon, 
however, appeared immediately to fix his attention, just as if 
a long-missing article were suddenly found again. 

" I know the dagger," he answered ; " it was for a long time 
in our family, and belonged to my late father, who brought 
it with him from England, The marks on the handle are 
the initials of his same, which was the same as mine." 

" You recognise the dagger, then, as yours 1 " 

" Certainly ; but I have not seen it for a long time, and 
believed it was kept with the other weapons in my house, 
which, by the permission of the Almighty, now lies in ruins. 
How it came hero is inexplicable to me." 

With these words he laid the dagger upon the table again, 
and sat down. 

Williams walked up to him, laid his hands on his shoulders, 
and said mournfully — 

" Poor, unhappy friend, lam convinced that you have no part 
in this awful deed, whatever may bear witness against you." 

"God alone sees through this darkness,*' Eaton replied. 
" To Him all things are revealed, and what He does is well 
done." 

"Accuser," the foreman again turned to Thorkil, "have 
you any further evidence to bring forward ) ** 

L 2 
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" On that fearful morning,'* tlie yonng hunter continued, 
"I half unconsciously took an oath to avenge my father's 
death, and have repeatedly renewed it. When I believed I 
was certain as to the assassin, in my youthful impetuosity 
I wished to requite murder by murder; but my second 
fjEtther, Groot Willem here, who has done more for me than 
can ever be told, guarded me from this crime. Still, what I 
have hoped and striven for, through many years, has at length 
taken place : the justice of God has delivered the culprit 
into my hands, so that I may accuse him of murder in the 
presence of you alL !N"o one but Theophilus Eaton knew of 
the object that took my poor father to the old church on 
Ehode Island. Eaton has himself acknowledged his pre- 
sence on the island at the time of the atrocious deed ; he has 
himself recognised the instrument of murder as his. Let 
justice, therefore, take its course, judges." 

"Young man," Endicott observed seriously, "in your 
certainly just grief do not forget the feelings of a Christian. 
We know our duty, and are bound to tell you that, though 
the evidence produced is so incriminating for the prisoner, 
it is not sufficient to prove his guilt." 

" Stay, sir. I have not yet ended." 

With these words Thorkil drew from under his hunting- 
shirt an article suspended round his neck by a cord. 

It was a large, thick, four-cornered gold coin of a very 
antiquated appearance. 

" Look," the young hunter said, as he laid the gold piece 
on the table. " This coin, in size, shape, and mint-mark, so 
perfectly resembles the treasure which cost my father's life, 
that it can only be one of them. This I can swear by my 
hope of salvation." 

This new proof considerably aroused the attention of the 
jury and spectators. 

"Where did you get this coin from?" Endicott asked, 
after he had examined it. 

" My paternal friend, Koger Williams, gave it me a year ago." 
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" Roger Williams 1 " 

" Yes ; he received it from Eaton's hand." 

A murmur of horror ran along the assembly. 

"Your reverence," the foreman turned to the patriarch, 
"will you give the court an explanation of this strange 
circumstance 1 " 

'[ I must, and wiU tell the truth, even though this sus- 
picious circumstance cannot shake my faith in my friend's 
innocence. About fourteen years ago I had an interview 
with Eaton about a frontier dispute between our colony and 
that of Plymouth. On that occasion he gave me the coin, 
now lying on the table, because he knew my liking for anti- 
quities. At that time I explained to my friend the mint- 
mark, from which it is plain that the coin was made by some 
ancient king of France." • 

" Prisoner, you have heard the statement of the witness. 
Do yon acknowledge this fact % " 

"Eoger Williams spoke the truth. I can perfectly well 
remember giving him the coin on the occasion referred to." 

" And how did it get into your possession % " 

" I had found it a few years previously." 

« Found it '? " 

"Yes. The fathers of our colony oixiered me to settle 
with King Philip, that son of Belial, one of the numerous 
disputes which he constantly aroused between the pilgrims 
and the red heathen. I sought him at a hunting-camp no 
great distance from Mount Hope ; but the heathen had 
quitted the spot when I arrived. On the deserted camping- 
ground I accidentally found the coin lying on the grass, and 
picked it up." 

This explanation caused most of the jury to shake their 
heads incredulously. The patriarch noticed it, and cried 
imploringly with evident conviction : — 

" Believe him, believe him I Theophilus Eaton's lips never 
uttered a falsehood." 

" Thorkil Wikingson," the foreman continued, " you have 
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CHAPTER X. 
ON THE TRAIL. 

UIII-LAH-DIH THROWS A LIGHT ON THE MURDER — ^THORKIL's OONVER- 
HATION WITH OANONOUET — HIS INl'BNTIONS WITH RESPECT TO 
META(3()M— A RECONCILIATION — DESDEMONA AND DE LFSSAN — THE 
FILinUHTRll's RESOLUTION — A WALK THROUGH THE FOREST — A 
PICNIC— UOLDKN-HAIR AS COOK— A HERD OF BUFFALOES — ^THE GREAT 
MEDICINE— A WOUNDED SAVAGE — A DEATH-CONFESSION. 

Eaton hoard the verdict of the jury with rigid, sullen resig- 
nation, and only, on hearing the sentence of death, muttered 
to himself, "God of Zabaoth, give thy servant strength !" 

After a long and anxious pause, the foreman began again : — 

** Prifloner at tlio bar, you have heard the verdict of the 
jury. Stand up, so that I may announce the sentence to 
you, as is tlio custom in the colonies/' 

h^itou quitted his seat and walked to the bar. But before 
Eudi(H)tt could begin passing sentence, the patriarch cried, 
with indi^scribablo agony : — 

•* SU\y ! a voice in my bosom tells me that you are com- 
luittiiig A niunlor while believing that you are expiating 
A niurtlor. Who among us, who of all the colonists, would 
ovor huvo Iwliovod it ^vossiblo tliat a charge of murder 
cH>uld 1)0 brought against Theophilus Eaton, on whom the 
pik^iiUH of tho wildorness looked as a pillar of their £Edth 
«iul Uuxir iHtnuuunity t No, no, it impossible, he cannot have 
ooiumittod tho criiuo, ovou though the evidence adduced may 
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appear to speak so greatly against him. Eeflect on what you 
are doing, and if you ought to take a human life on such evi- 
dence ; reflect on what our brethren in Plymouth and Boston 
will say when they hear that you have killed Theophilus Eaton 
in a season of menacing danger, when the colonies of New Eng- 
land must doubly and triply feel the loss of such a man. At 
least, ask the advice of our brethren in this melancholy affair. 
And you, my son," the venerable man now turned to Grolden- 
hair, ''guard yourself against listening to the inspirations 
of revenge : it will load your heart with a burden from 
which no repentance, no prayer can free you. Kemember 
the teaching of our blessed Eedeemer, who prayed for his 
murderers even on the cross. Remember the time when 
your heart was still mild, and soft, and you wept tears 
of emotion when I read with you the story of the passion 
of our Lord and Saviour, or told you the story of that wise 
man of the East who, when attacked in the desert by a mur- 
derer and mortally wounded, employed his last moments in 
converting his assassin. Behave like him, even though, as 
I assume, you may be fully convinced of Eaton's guilt, or, 
better still, act as becomes a man of feeling and a Christian." 

As the youth remained silent, Williams turned to the old 
trapper and said : — 

"Willem, old friend, assist me. Thorkil listens to no 
man's voice so readily as yours. You surely do not wish it 
to be said that Groot Willem thrust forward his foster-son 
in a work of vengeance which in reality was his own % " 

Such an idea seemed to the old trapper impossible ; he 
drew himself to his ftdl height, and looked round the as- 
sembly as if asking who dared to say such a thing of him. 
Then he answered the patriarch : — 

" I should like to see the man, reverend friend, who would 
be inclined to say Groot Willem acts like a scoundreL They 
know me better in the settlements and the forests. As for 
the present case, I have done no more than give my evidence 
in accordance with the truth, as yourself also did. But, as 
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regards my own quarrel with that man, I honestly confess 
that my roer would long ago have settled the matter with 

him, if I had not promised my departed wife ; but 

that has no business here. But to persuade the lad to give 
up his rights and be Mthless to his oath, that I cannot and 
will not do." 

" Eeverend father," Thorkil here said, with deep emotion, 
to the patriarch, " Heaven knows that I have hitherto followed 
your teaching to the best of my strength ; but, though it 
pains me so much, I cannot do so to-day. My father*s blood 
cries for vengeance. Eye for eye, tooth for tooth, blood for 
blood ! such is the law of the forests, and so it is also written 
in the Holy Book on that table." 

When Williams tried to make a further appeal on behalf 
of the condemned man, the foreman of the jury impressively 
interrupted him by saying : — 

"Eeverend friend, we all revere your goodness of heart, 
which would like to show mercy to the unfortunate man ; 
but justice must pursue its course. The court has found 
the prisoner guilty and sentenced him ; I must do my duty. 
Prisoner at the bar, Hsten to the sentence !" 

With these words, Endicott took the Bible from the table, 
and read the following passage from Leviticus : — 

"And he that killeth any man, shall surely be put to 
death. 

" And he that killeth a beast shall make it good ; beast 
for beast. 

" And if a man cause a blemish in his neighbour ; as he 
hath done, so shall it be done to him ; 

" Breach for breach, eye for eye, tooth for tooth : as he 
hath caused a blemish in a man, so shall it be done to him 
again. 

" And he that killeth a beast, he shall restore it^ and he 
that killeth a man, he shall be put to death. 

"Ye shall have one manner of law, as well for the stranger, as 
for one of your own country : for I am the Lord your God." 
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"And therefore," Endicott added, as he closed the book, 
** as you, Theophilus Eaton, of Swansea, have been accused, 
tried, and found guilty of murder and robbery, I announce 
to you that you shall ^*' 

" Stop, sir ; " De Lussan suddenly interrupted the foreman 
of the jury, in such a voice as if he were giving orders on 
the deck of the Gloria. 

Endicott turned angrily to the disturber and said : — 

" What is the meaning of this, stranger, that you dare to 
raise an objection against the sentence of this free and com- 
petent court V* 

" Sir," the captain replied, with calm decision, " stop your 
passing of the sentence till you have listened to this Indian 
girl. She has something to say." 

Hih-lah-dih, who had never once taken her eyes off 
Thorkil, had for some time past evinced a gi'eat agitation. 
Although she had understood that the object was to avenge 
the murder of Golden-hair*s father, she was led astray by the 
circumstances connected with the coin ; for when she saw 
how carefully Thorkil had preserved it in his bosom, and 
what importance was attached to this bit of " yellow metal," 
she fancied she could satisfy Thorkil's desire by telling him 
where to find more of such metaL This false supposition 
was destined, wonderful to relate, to throw a light upon this 
dark trial 

" The Palefaces love the yellow metal," Hih-lah-dih whis- 
pered to her neighbour. "If Thorkil loves yeUow metal, 
Hih-lah-dih can tell him where many such things are hidden 
as that lying on the table." 

Desdemona, who had followed the trial in the greatest 
excitement, and who, like the patriarch, felt convinced of the 
prisoner's innocence, immediately informed De Lussan of the 
Indian girFs remark, and the latter had consequently ven- 
tured to interrupt the foreman. 

Eoger Williams had scarce heard the captain's remark^ ere 
he, excited by a faint hope, cried to the foreman : — 
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'^I implore you, by the hope of salvation, firiend, to let 
the Indi£^ girl speak ! " 

Endicott obeyed this solemn entreaty, and called the Indian 
maid to the bar. Hih-lah-dih stepped forward without 
embarrassment. 

" What is your name, girl," he addressed her ; " who are 
you, and where do you come from % '* 

" Hih-lah-dih has oiten been in the wigwams of the Pale- 
faces of Providence." 

" Good ! we know it, girl ; you are the sister of Metacom, 
the chief of the Wampanogs." 

" Ugh !" was heard from the side where the Indians were 
seated. 

When Hih-lah-dih heard this expressive guttural note, 
which the Indians employ partly as a sign of astonlBhmenl^ 
partly as a warning, she gave a slight start 

She turned and met the threatening features and piercing 
glance of Annawon, who had half risen from among the group 
of Karagansett chiefs. 

She looked down on the ground in confusion, and was 
silent. 
' " Say what you have to say, girl," Endicott encouraged her. 

" Yes, speak, my daughter I" Williams urged the intimi- 
dated girL " I feel as if an all-merciful God had chosen you 
as his instrument to save the life of a righteous man.'' 

Hih-lah-dih remained silent. Annawon's warning cry had 
aroused in her the caution and reserve which are in an eminent 
degree peculiar to the Indian tribes. 

" My sister can open her mouth," Thorkil now also 
entreated ; " the ears of my brothers are open." 

Even now the Indian training retained the mastery, for 
Hih-lah-dih answered, with hanging head : " My brother 
knows that the voice of a squaw must not be raised in the 
council of the warriors." 

" I know it ; but my sister does not need to speak to my 
brothers : she can tell me alone what she knows." 
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Hih-lah-dih reflected for a moment, but then said, as she 
pointed to the old coin : — 

" If my brother Golden-hair love yellow metal, Hih-lah- 
dih can tell him where to find much, very much." 

"Yellow metal like this, girl?" Thorkil asked, in the 
greatest excitement, as he took the coin from the table, and 
held it before the Indian girL 

She carefully examined it, and at once answered : — 

" Hih-hih-dili never saw other yellow metal but this." 

"And when! Where!" 

"At Montaup; in the wigwam of the sachem of the 
Wampanogs." 

Thorkil started back as if struck by lightning. Then he 
stammered, after an effort to collect himself, " In your brother's 
wigwam ?" 

" Hih-lah-dih said it, in the wigwam of Metacom." 

" And how long has the yellow metal been there ]" 

" Heh-lah-dih little, very little, no bigger than papoose, 
when she saw the yellow metal for the first time. Eed war- 
riors not use it ; fies in a comer, under the ground. Hih- 
lah-dih lead Golden-hair there. Tell the sachem, yellow 
metal belongs to my Pale-face brother. Golden-hair fetch it," 

Although Hih-lah-dih had uttered the last words in a 
whisper, as if only intended for Thorkil's ear, they had not 
escaped the breathlessly listening assembly, and the girl's 
simple statement produced a tremendous effect. 

It was clear that the mysteriously lost treasure of Thorkil^s 
ancestors was in the hands of King Philip. The truth soon 
forced its way to light. This statement most perfectly agreed 
with Eaton's explanation, that he had foimd the coin at a 
hunting camp of Metacom's, near Mount Hope ! 

" God makes manifest His justice through the mouth of a 
child ; let us bless and praise His name !" Eoger Williams 
exclaimed rejoicingly. 

" Oh Heaven ! who could foresee this 1 Do not pass 
sentence; I withdraw the accusation!" Thorkil cried, in a 
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terrible state of excitement^ to the foreman, and rushed from 
the circle. 

"We passed sentence according to human judgment^" 
Endicott said, with great agitation. " Weakness and error 
are the inheritance of human nature, if the Lord does not 
come to its aid with His wisdom. Let us thank Grod, ye men, 
for having saved us in His mercy from shedding innocent 
blood. Fellow-citizens, jurymen, where there is no accuser 
there is no judge. The court is dissolved." 

** My friend, my brother !" the patriarch exclaimed, as he 
hurried up to Eaton, " you are saved ; you are purged from 
this horrible accusation ! " 

The jury had left their seats, and all pressed round the 
Puritan, congratulating him and shaking his hand. He raised 
his eyes and hands to heaven, and uttered his thanks and 
joy in a fervent prayer. 

" From the depths of my misery," he prayed, " I cried to 
Thee, oh my Grod, and Thou hast heard my voice. Thou art 
merciful and charitable, slow of wrath, and of great loving- 
kindness. Thou hast justice for all who suffer unjustly. 
Thy trials do not last for ever. Thy anger is changed into 
mercy. Thou hast redeemed my life from destruction, and 
crowned me with justification. Praise the Lord, oh my soul, 
and all that is within me, praise His holy name ! " 

The liberated man was now led back in triumph to the 
village. Hih-lah-dih remained standing at the bar, as if 
rooted in the groimd. Golden-hair*s condition and hurried 
departure had startled her, and as the trial, owing to her 
statement, had taken an utterly different turn, she conjec- 
tured that the important point was not the bits of yellow 
metal, as she had fsmcied. 

Suddenly she started from her reverie. Annawon's 
voice hissed in her ear, and the savage warrior stood close 
to her. 

" The sister of the sachem," he said, in the language of her 
nation, and with emphasis, " will now follow Annawon." 
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" Whither ] " 

** To the wigwams of our tribe." 

"And suppose Hih-lah-dih refuses," she said, stamping 
her foot passionately. 

" Hih-lah-dih must obey. The sister of Metacom must not 
remain here any longer. The Palefaces are all dogs. They 
bark at one another, but do not bite. Annawon is a clever 
chief. My daughter will listen to what he has to say to her. 
She has done the sachem great injury to-day. Annawon will 
tell her much. Come." 

He had seized her arm, and spoke so seriously, and even 
threateningly, that she mechanically allowed him to draw her 
away. 

When Thorkil hurried from the bar, he hastened to the 
chief of the I^aragansetts, and said to him : — 

" Will the sachem hear what his white brother has to say 
to him ] " 

Canonchet gave a nod of acquiescence, rose, and sUently 
followed the young hunter for some distance out into the 
prairie. 

" Sachem," Thorkil began, still in a state of great excite- 
ment, " for many a day and many a year we have hunted the 
buffalo together, watched for the leaping panther, and pursued 
the crawling Pequods. My brother knows that, as my body 
was more often in the wigwams of the red men than in the 
settlements, so my heart was even more attached to the 
Indians than to those of my own colour." 

"Golden-hair speaks truly," Canonchet replied. " Golden- 
hair great friend of red man, and red man great friend of 
Golden-hair." 

" Good, sachem ; but I fear that this will now come to an 
end, at least partially." 

The chief gave his white friend a searching glance, and then 
thoughtfully looked down on the ground. 

" You know, sachem," Thorkil continued, " on what con- 
ditions Iklato, the chief of the thimder-ship, and myself allied 
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ourselves with the sachem of the Wampanogg. He broke 
the promise he made us on his first undertaking." 

" Metacom is a great warrior, a very wise chief." 

"We will not discuss that pointy sachem; but you have 
heard that the treasure of yellow metal, for the sake of which 
my father was murdered, is in Metacom's wigwam." 

On hearing these words, Canonchet appeared to catch 
Thorkil's meaning, and hence asked, after a short pause : — 

" Does my bro&er intend to dig up the tomahawk against 
the sachem of the Wampanogs % ** 

**Yes, I intend to follow his traiL He shall give me 
account of his prisoners and the murder of my father ; and if 
he is guUty, I shall peril my life in taking his." 

Canonchet bowed his head, as if wishing to intimate that 
he considered this resolution natural. Then he said : — 

" When wise warriors intend to go in the war trail, they 
first light the council-fire, in order to smoke the calumet with 
their friends, and hear theur advice." 

" Certainly, sachem, but that is not necessary in this case. 
As, however, I should like to retain my reputation as an 
honest man with you and your tribe, I informed you of my 
intention, and if you heard that either Mato or myself have 
killed the sachem, you might be assured that we were in our 
right, and had not acted without reflection." 

" So then the foolish tongue of a squaw shall cut asunder 
the wampum of friendship between Golden-hair and his 
red brothers." 

" Not the friendship between me and you, I hope. Ko, 
no, we will remain fiiends. But as regards the Wam- 
panogs Listen, sachem, you know the duties of a 

son, and there is a name which causes your blood to boiL" 

" Miantonomo ! " Canonchet cried with rolling eyes, in 
which the fire of passion flashed. 

** I see, sachem, that you understand me. So give me your 
hand, and promise me that you will remain attached to me, as 
I am to you." 
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The Indian seized Thorkil's proffered hand, pressed it 
heartily, and answered : — 

" My white brother is a just man — ^he will not obey the 
suggestions of blind anger. But the soul of a murdered father 
finds no rest in the happy hunting grounds till his blood has 
been avenged. Go, brother, whither the voice of Manitoo 
calls you ; Canonchef s heart, Canonchet's wigwam, will ever 
be open to Golden-hair." 

" I knew that you would speak so, sachem. There is no 
falseness in you. Good-bye, then, till we meet again ! " 

While these two conversations were going on between 
Hih-lah-dih and Annawon on one side, and Golden-hair and 
Canonchet on the other, Eaton, accompanied by the entire 
male poptdation of the settlement, walked on Williams' arm 
toward his friend's house. But they had not reached it when 
Eaton felt a tap on his shoulder. He turned, and perceived 
Groot Willem at his side. 

" Theophilus," the old trapper said, with visible emotion 
in his face and voice, " Theophilus, you formerly called me 
brother ; come and grant me a few moments' hearing." 

Willem's words echoed in the heart of the deeply agitated 
Puritan like a sound from remote youth ; he was unable to 
resist them, and followed the old trapper, accompanied by the 
wishes of the patriarch that the blessing of this hour might 
be perfect 

Groot Willem led the judge of Swansea through the pine 
wood down to the sea-shore. Here he stopped in front of a 
majestic willow, which extended its branches over a gratis- 
covered grave, which was kept carefully cleared from weeds 
and shrubs. 

*' Look, Theophilus ! ** the old trapper said in a trembling 
voice ; " we are standing at a spot which must be sacred to 
you and me. Here rests my good wife, poor Mabel, your 
sister." 

The Puritan gazed at the mound, tears welled up in his 
eyes, and his Ups moved with a murmuring souni 
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"And by the memory of Mabel," Willem continued, "by 
the memory of your beloved sister, I ask your pardon for 
deeming you capable of a murder." 

" How did she die 1 " Eaton asked, in a hoarse voice ; "tell 
me how she died. Did she leave her brother a curse for the 
suffering he had entailed on her ) " 

"Her curse? What are you thinking o^ man? Oh, 
Mabel's lips were not made to utter a curse. On the contrary, 
while on her dying bed she forced from me a promise never 
to raise my hand against you. She died calling down the 
blessing of Heaven upon you." 

For some time Eaton was incapable of utteriug a syllable. 
Then he raised his tear-laden eyes, and looked searchingly 
into the weather-beaten face of the friend of his youth. 
When his eye fell on the terrible scar left by cutting away 
the right ear, he at leugth said, in a broken voice :— 

" Willem, my brother, I fear that I acted too harshly, too 
cruelly toward you. Forgive me for Mabel's sake !" 

The trapper let his roer fall on the ground and opened 
his arms. With sobs the Puritan threw himself on his 
bosom, and the two old men who for many years had for 
gotten how to weep, now shed tears of emotion. 

Approaching footsteps disturbed them. 

" Look, Theophilus !" Willem said, as he pointed to Thorkil, 
who was hurrying toward them, "here comes another to 
implore your forgiveness. Grant it him, for he is a good lad, 
and believed he was doing his duty." 

Late on the same evening, Desdemona and De Lussan 
were walking, in the bright moonlight, up and down the 
patriarch's garden. They had a good deal to discuss, for the 
young lady's thoughts were occupied with a subject which 
exclusively filled her mind. She had had an interview 
with Groot Willem and Golden-hair, and then a long one 
with Eoger Williams. From the latter she returned in great 
agitation and bathed in tears, and the captain had only been 
able to soothe her by a promise that he would set out on the 
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very next day, in order to find tlie trail of Metacom's 
prisoners. 

" And, EaouV she continued, " you are resolved, then, to 
set out fiJone with the two hunters, instead of taking a small 
party of our men ?" 

" Yes, my love. The hunters are decidedly of opinion 
that sailors are of little use in the forests, and that a band 
of noisy seamen wotdd impede rather than assist our enter- 
prise. I believe so myself." 

" And you think that you can fully trust to the two 
hunters 1" 

** FuUy." 

" But tell me, Raoul, would it not be better for me to 
accompany you? You know that I managed capitally on 
our recent trip." 

"Certainly, certainly. But you know the reasons that 
make me wish you to await my return on board the Gloria, 
and must allow that they are well founded. I know that 
you are safe there ; my crew respect you, and you have on 
several occasions, proved to me that you can take excellent 
care of my beloved ship. The pinnace will convey you on 
board to-morrow morning, and Monsieur Le Grand and 
Estevan will receive, through Terrible, my instructions, which 
fully agree with our arrangements. The frigate will cruize 
between the west coast of Plymouth, Ehode Island, and 
the Mounthope promontory; as the bay is quite calm, 
you wiU be able to keep the coast on these sides constantly 
in sight, and watch for the signals agreed on between us. 
I shotdd certainly be pleased if Hih-lah-dih were with 
you, for the girl has a wonderful talent for conveying 
messages and spying. But the little girl has suddenly gone 
away, and so, unhappily, you must manage without a com- 
panion." 

" Oh, you forget that I have my old Miriam, with whom 
I can talk of early times and of those you are going to seek. 
Ah! Eaoul," she said, sorrowfully, after a pause, "for my 
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sake you are, probably, going to incur great dangers ; and 
yet " 

" Do not alarm yourself, my dear little "wife," lie interrupted 
her. " Your filial aflEection will acquire me a guardian angelj 
and the star of my good fortune wfll light me more brightly? 
than ever on this noble enterprise." 

On one of the following days we come across two traveUerSj 
who have been traversing the forest all the morning, and have 
just ascended a height, from which an imbounded prospect 
lay expanded before them. 

Toward north, south, and west extended, with gentle undu- 
lations, the mighty masses of the virgin forest, in which the 
scattered settlements of the Puritans lay merely like islands 
in the wide expanse. The strata of a light morning mist 
curled round the hundred thousands of crowns, and the eye 
was never wearied of dwelling on this world of verdure, ovei 
which lay the sabbath silence and the enchantment oi 
solitude. 

" Foi de gentilhomifriey* said one of the wayfarers, in 
whom we recognise the filibuster captain, while he surveyed 
the magnificent panorama. " I wish my wife was with me. 
It is true she has seen the tropical forests in Hayti, Southem 
Mexico, and Central America, and they are more splendid^ 
for they have more colour, brightness, and fireigrance. Every- 
thing grows there on a gigantic scale, and man disappears, as 
it were, in the luxuriant vegetation. But this northern forest 
would please my wife better, I am sure, for it exhales a 
most peculiar charm. I feel at home, and fancy I can smell 
the pitchy odour of the forests which grow in my beloved 
Normandy." 

The captain's companion, who was no other than the old 
trapper, appeared not to notice this soliloquizing, but looked 
with glistening eyes at the scene, which refreshed his mind 
and heart. 

" Friend Willem," De Lussan now said to him, " I am 
beginning to discover that your forests can stand a rivalry 
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Tvith the sea, and that this endless expanse of verdui*e is as 
grand as the immeasurable expanse of ocean." 

" I should think so too, captain. What is there finer in 
the "world than a forest ! and, for that reason, I mean to live 
and die in it. But, ah !" the old man continued, with a tinge 
of melancholy, " I fear the time will come, and it may not 
be so very far distant, when all this splendour of nature will 
fall before the insatiable axe of the colonists. Thank Heaven, 
I am old enough to escape the sight of the barbarous de- 
struction, and I shall have lain a long time under the sod ere 
the desolation spreads from the coast further inland." 

" Well, well, do not talk about dying, man; that comes, as 
it is, of itself, and always soon enough. We are still living, 
and my stomach tells me so to a very alarming extent. I 
find that the forest breeze and the sea breeze are not only able 
to clear the cobwebs out of a fellow^s brain, but possess, in 
common, the quality of perceptibly sharpening the appetite 
of a healthy stomach. I teU you, I am as hungry as a brother 
tar who has been put on quarter rations for a week." 

"That is a sign that the forest breezes agree with you, 
and I promise you, too, that you shall have an excellent 
meal shortly. Thorkil shot a buffalo at daybreak, and in- 
tends to show you a specimen of woodland cookery with the 
hump. Just look over there and you will see a thin column 
of smoke rising on the skirt of the forest." 

" That is what I like, foi de gentilhomme,*^ De Lussan said 
with a smack of his tongue. " I have often heard that a buffalo 
hump roasted under the turf is a dish for the gods. Y^u will 
allow that I have really earned a substantial break&st by my 
exertions to-day, for my soles are growing rather painful. For 
a recruit in the noble art of wood-ranging I have behaved 
very decently during the last three days ; now, have I not ] " 

"Certainly, certainly," the old trapper answered with a 
smile of good-humoured nature. "The only thing is, that 
you are not yet used to walking in moccasins, captain. 
When you have worn the deer-hide for a couple of days 
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longer, you will find that it is impossible to grow tired ii 
the forests. But come, or else Thorkil will have the vexatioi 
of over-roasting his hump." 

After they heid gone a little further through the forest, i 
gradually grew clearer, and was composed of shrubs to x 
great extent. When the travellers had worked their wa^ 
through the latter, they came out on the prairie, whos< 
luxuriant, tall grass was withering in the heat of the Jul^ 
sun. All at once they saw Willem's dog Prinslo bounding 
toward theuL When the faithful creature reached them, i 
leapt up at the old trapper, licked his hand, and uttered i 
few cries which Willem fancied he could understand, for h( 
said, as he patted the dog's neck : — 

" Yes, yes, Prinslo, we are coming. We smell the join" 
too. You are a clever creature \ the only thing you wan 
is speech. And yet," the himter added, as he turned V. 
De Lussan, ^^ the dog has a language of his own sort ; th( 
only thing required is to understand it. I noticed this clearly 
when he helped me in beaver-catching — ^uncommon craftj 
beast the beaver." 

The dog danced round the couple with merry bounds, anc 
then ran ahead in the direction of the opposite forest, thougt 
frequently stopping, looking back, and wagging its tail 
Then they noticed at a spot whose fresh verdure indicatec 
the vicinity of a spring, Thorkil, who had laid aside hit 
weapons and game-bag, and had even pulled off his hunting 
shirt, in order not to be impeded in his culinary operations. 

"Yeu have been a long time away," the young hunte] 
said to the new comers, "and Prinslo so fully shared mj 
apprehensions lest the hump might be over-roasted, that h( 
ran off to fetch you." 

" Well, what would you have, boy % " the old man replied 
as he also laid aside his pouch and made himself as comfort 
able as he could. " Sailors are of opinion that it is easier tc 
sail on the sea than to walk in a forest" 

The filibuster paid no heed to this good-humourec 
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sarcasm ; but looked around in evident surprise, and at length 
remarked : — 

*' But^ worthy comrades, noble hunters, a delicate dinner 
was promised me after putting up with dried meat all the 
way from Providence, which had the disagreeable peculiarity 
of being fearfully tough. Now I see with the eyes of the 
stomach, which are the sharpest of all eyes, no preparations 
made for it, however — nothing but a slight elevation of the 
turf, which bears some resemblance to a large beehive. Even 
the fire, whose smoke we saw just now, has disappeared, and 
I can only see a pile of ashes by the side of the above- 
mentioned beehive." 

"Beehive or not," Willem interrupted the filibuster's 
complaints, " the thing there is of the right shape. Quick, 
Thorkil, break the oven open, so that our friend may taste a 
true and righteous buffalo hump.'* 

Thorkil set to work at once. He broke open the grass 
mound, took out of the cavity under it, which was connected 
with the extinguished fire by a narrow channel, a shapeless, 
powerfully-steaming mass, and pulled back the skin from it. 
When the hump, baked in its own fat, was thus laid bare, it 
exhaled such a splendid, inviting odour, that the fiUbuster 
exclaimed in perfect delight : — 

" That smells exquisitely, /o^ de gerdilhomme. If the thing 
tastes as well as it smells, I will swear that your culinary art 
excels that of all the cooks in Europe, friend Thorkil." 

The preparations for the meal were speedily made. The 
hide in which the hump had been wrapped was spread out 
on the grass, and used at once as tablecloth, dish, and plate. 
The men produced their knives, and De Lussan displayed 
such a fearful appetite, that the young hunter laughingly 
remarked — 

"On my word, captain, if you had not already proved 
your name of El Exterminador on the Spaniards, you would 
certainly earn it on this hump." 

" Do you think so 1 " the filibuster remarked laughingly. 




1 68 Golden-hair. 

" Foi de gentilhomme^ friend Thorkil, I never ate anything 
better in my life ; and if we lived in ancient Eome, I shotdd 
propose to adorn your brows with a civic crown on account of 
your classical education in the culinary art/* 

When hunger and thirst had been pacified, the men sat 
for awhUe in the shadow conversing. Gradually, however, 
the conversation died out, as De Lussan and Thorkil were 
overcome by sleep, and the old trapper too began to snooze, 
as he called it. 

Several hours had passed when Prinslo, who, after dis- 
posing of the remains of the buffalo hump, had comfortably 
stretched himself in the grass, got up, pricked his ears, 
trotted for the distance of about half a musket shot out into 
the prairie, then, after snifi&ng and smelling, cocked his tail 
and broke into a short, sharp bark. 

Groot Willem had become wide awake on the first move- 
ment of the dog. After carefully watching Prinslo's conduct, 
he slipped out &om the shade to the skirt of the forest, 
and muttered to himself, " Yes, yes, it wiU probably be as 
the dog fancies." 

" Buffalo ] " asked Thorkil, who had joined his foster- 
father; while the filibuster, rubbing the sleep out of his 
eyes, inquired what was the matter. 

"Oh, nothing of any consequence, captain; it is only a 
herd of buffaloes coming up the prairie. I thought at once, 
Thorkil, that the bull you shot this morning must have 
strayed from its companions. It is unusual, though, for the 
beasts to move at this time of day, for I cannot imagine that 
the Indians are hunting them. But look, here they come, 
and they are a fine herd." 

A hollow roar echoed across the prairie. ITien a dark 
mass became visible at a distance of about a mile, which 
gradually formed into a long line that crossed the prairie 
rapidly from south to north. Ere long the animals grew 
more distinct, although the tall grass only allowed their 
black backs and huge horns to be seen. 
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" Shall we chase them % " De Lussan asked. 

" For what good, captain % " Willem answered, " we have 
eaten enough buffalo meat for to-day ; and as for the hides, 
they are not worth much at this season ; besides, we could 
not carry them with us. Well, what's the matter with you, 
Prinslo % " 

The dog, who had left off barking, was darting about the 
grass, but ere long returned and broke into a peculiar low yelp. 

" There must be a red-skin about, so true as my name is 
Willem," the old trapper said, " Prinslo knows what he does, 
and does not bark without a motive. Look after your guns, 
friends, so that we may not be taken unawares." 

" What do you fear, my friend ] " De Lussan asked. 

"Fear? ^Nothing at present, but in the wilderness, you 
must know, we must be prepared for everything. Eh, 
Thorkil, you have younger and sharper eyes than I, just look 
there at the end of the Ime — what can you see ]" 

" A white buffalo, on my word." 

" Yes, I knew that ; but on it, lad % on it ? Ah, now T see 
it all. The unhappy wretch went out to procure the great 
medicine, and it was stronger than he." 

"Great medicine?" the filibuster repeated, in surprise; 
" you speak in riddles, friend Willem." 

" Well, captain, you know that the Indians call everything 
that is mysterious or enigmatical, medicine. The word must 
be derived from the French settlers in Canada, and the Indian 
term for it signifies secret. Now, the Indian powows, or 
magicians, .or medicine-men — they are ridiculous fellows, by 
the way, with all their tricks — the powows, then, believe that 
the hide of a white buffalo is a very great medicine, which 
will render its owner agreeable in the sight of Manitoo, or the 
good spirit, and protect him from the devilments of Ochkih- 
Heddeh, or the evil spirit. This may arise from the fact that 
among a thousand buffaloes not a single white one will be 
found. During my whole hunting life I have only seen two, 
and this one is the third." 
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" It is coming toward us, and is making wild leaps, as i 
wounded : and, ah ! what is it dragging with iti" 

" A poor Indian : you may be sure of that, Thorkil. I 
has spitted him on its horns. ^ The man evidently discovers 
the great medicine among the herd, and set out alone in orde 
to procure the valuable skin which imparts such honour amon 
the Indians. He probably pursued the animal for days 
brought it down with his arrows \ but, when he tried to settl 
it with his knife, the buffalo sprang up again, impaled it 
enemy in its fury, and there he haogs stilL" 

" You speak as if you had been present and witnessed i 
all, friend Willem," the filibuster observed. 

" I have seen such a thing, or something like it, frequently, 
the old man replied, " and hence can conjecture how that ma: 
got on the buffalo's horns. But we must see what is to b 
done." 

The buf&do approached nearer and nearer the spot wher 
the three men were standing, really making, as Thorki 
remarked, infuriated bounds through savageness and pair 
It was a terrible sight. Its long, shaggy mane, as it dashd 
along with its head down, swept the ground. Its tail, wit! 
the large tuft of hair at its end, stood out in a right line wit] 
the spine. Patches of blood, caused by the arrow-wounds 
covered its whole coat, and in its left shoulder was a lane 
broken off close to the shaft Its body was swollen from rag 
as if about to burst; its blood-shot eyes seemed to flash 
greenish fire, while streams of steam and blood issued fror 
its mouth and nose. On its shaggy head lay a tossed-bacj 
human l^dy, evidently an Indian, but even in a more frightfi] 
condition than the animal The buffalo, as WiUem predictec 
had run one of its curved, hard, sharp horns through th 
stomach of its assailant, and the impaled man clung with 
death-gripe to the other with both hands during his awful ride 

The monster rushed on in its blind fury without noticin 
the human form that suddenly rose out of the grass in fror 
of it. Its roaring was fearful. 
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** Look out, Thorkil, if I happen to miss." 

With these words Groot Willem raised his roer to his 
right cheek, and aimed at the animal's shaggy head. The 
shot rang out : the buffalo was hit by the bullet between the 
horns, at a distance of about fifty yards, and fell with a dull 
thud, while hurling its rider far from it in its falL 

The men hastened up to his assistance. The Indian, who 
appeared to be aged, had fallen on his face, and he might 
have been taken for dead, had not at times a convulsive tremor 
over his body, which was covered with a torn hunting-shirt, 
been perceptible. 

"He is a Wampanog," said Willem; "but even if he 
were a Pequod, we would do all in our power for him." 

"I fancy help is too late," Thorkil remarked, who had 
turned over the savage's lacerated body. " Only look, the 
beast has slit up his stomach, and the bowels are hanging out" 

" That is the most terrible wound I ever saw in my life," 
the filibuster said, " and yet I have seen a good many. The 
man has only a few minutes to live." 

The wounded man in the meanwhile had recovered from 
the senseless state into which the fall had thrown him, opened 
his glassy eyes, and groaned, in the dialect of the Pokanoket 
tribes, " Water, water !" 

Thorkil hurried to the spring, filled his leathern cup with 
the comforting draught, for which all wounded men so greedily 
ask, and held it to the Indian's parched lips, while he sup- 
ported him with his left arm. 

" White brother, good brother," the Indian moaned, and 
looked around with lus film-covered eyes. 

When he noticed the dead buffalo, he remembered the 
object which had latterly entirely occupied his thoughts. 

" Great medicine dead," he said, iu broken sentences. "Great 
medicine stronger than red man — ^very strong ; had Ochkih- 
Heddeh in its body." 

He tried to rise, probably for the purpose of crawling to 
the animal, but fell back on Thorkil's arm, and groaned : — 
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Ochkeh-Heddeli wicked, very wicked — ^red warrior go to 
happy hunting-grounds — Pe-toh-pi-kiss great hunter." 

" Pe-toh-pi-Wfls ?" Thorkil yelled, as if an adder had stung 
him. 

And he let the Indian slip from his arm, so that he fell 
back heavily on the grass^ then rose, and drew his hunting- 
knife from his belt 

But the old trapper caught his arm and said earnestly : 
*' Thorkil, you have a dying man before you." 

" Pe-toh-pi-kiss," the savage muttered again, " great hunter, 
great warrior — take scalps of Pequods and Mohicans — talk 
wisely in the council of tiie chiefs." 

" He is singing his deatb-song, captain," the old trapper 
observed. " It is a peculiar fact about all these Indians, that 
they boast so tremendously in their last moment. — Listen, 
brother Pe-toh-pi-kiss," he then turned to the savage \ " you 
have killed Pequods and Mohicans ; but how does it stand 
with the Palefaces?" 

" Palefaces are greedy dogs ; Metacom will destroy them 
all from the hunting-grounds of the red men." 

"Tell me, Wampanog, were you not formerly called 
Joshua]" Thorkil asked, overcoming his fury with an effort. 

"Pe-toh-pi-kiss spits on the Paleface name which the 
powow of the Palefaces gave him when he sprinkled Pe-toh- 
pi-kiss with water." 

Thorkil again attempted to question him, but Willem 
thrust him on one side, and said : — 

"My brother Pe-toh-pi-kiss spoke of the sachem of the 
Wampanogs and Pokanokets ; where is he 1" 

" Metacom on the war-path ; is going to root up the Pale- 
faces. Metacom great sachem ; his warriors numerous as the 
forest leaves in summer. Metacom has many thunder-tubes ; 
has, too, in his wigwam, yellow metal, with which to fill the 
hands of the Palefaces who sell thunder and lightning." 

" Yellow metal % Whence could the sachem procure yellow 
metal?" 
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" Oh, Metacom very wise, very. Fetch yellow metal from 
island in salt lake. Fe-toh-pi-kiss, go with him j show him 
foreign Paleface with little boy ^" 

Excitement almost burst the veins on Golden-hair's temples, 
but Willem tranquilly continued : — 

" The foreign Palefaces then gave the yellow metal to the 
sachem % " 

" No, Palefaces not give yellow metal ; love it too much. 
Metacom go with Pe-toh-pi-kiss to old stone wigwam. 
Paleface asleep with boy. Sachem and Pe-toh-pi-kiss kill 
Paleface, but not take scalp." 

"Indeed]" 

"Not take scalp. Sachem and Pe-toh-pi-kiss come in 
Paleface moccasins, with Paleface knife " 

A sudden stream of blood welling from his mouth broke 
off the savage's narration ; the shadow of death brooded 
over his feice, and, after an awful rattle in the throat, his 
spirit fled. 

" What a miraculous dispensation !" old Willem said, with 
deep emotion. " An infuriated buffalo hurled this man at 
our feet in order that, in his death-struggle, he might give 
awful testimony. Thorkil, when I heard Hih-lah-dih 
speaking at Providence, I began to foresee that Metacom 
was your father's assassin ; but now we are certain of it. 
It is miraculous, most miraculous !" 
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CHAPTEE XI. 
MERRY-MOUNT. 

MOUNT W0LLA8T0N — ROABING TOM — THE WITCH OF ENDOR — AN OLD 
AOQUAINTANCE — NEWS ABOUT METACOM's PBISONEBS — TOM KELLOND 
AND LOVELY — MEBBY-MOUNT MAKES A LEAP IN THE AIR — FATHEB 
BLACKSTONE'S HERMITAGE — INSECURITY OF THE FORESTS— FORT 
TABOR — THE CHIEF WITH THE TWO SCALPS— AN INDIAN CAMP — THE 
BALL-PLAY. 

Some time after the arrival of the pilgrims of the wilder- 
ness in New England, a party of English gentlemen possessed 
of ample means founded a settlement to the east of the 
Pawtucket and to the south of Charies river, which was 
called Mount Wollaston, after one of their most respected 
members. As, however, the high-bom gentlemen were not 
at all suited for clearing the wilderness, and as, besides, they 
did not feel comfortable in the Canaan of the Puritans, as 
they jeeringly called New England, they went away to 
try their fortunes in Virginia. However, they left a large 
body of servants behind at Mount Wollaston, who were to 
cultivate the new plantation. 

In the suite of these gentlemen there was a London lawyer, 
Thomas Morton by name, a man of great talent, but of bad 
character, who had purchased an insignificant share in the 
enterprise for a small sum of money. When the gentry 
went away, he induced the servants to make a regular revolt. 
The overseer was driven away, the goods which the owners 
left behind them were sold to the Indians, and the new 
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possessors began a dissipated life, and spent the greater part 
of their time in drinking bouts and the coarsest licentious- 
ness. We can imagine how greatly the strict Fathers felt 
insulted and annoyed when the wild band set up a maypole 
on the first of May, after the old English fashion, decorated 
it with dirty ribbons, and danced round it in the most de- 
fiant manner with Indian squaws. But this was not all; the 
licentiousness continually grew worse, and assumed a dan- 
gerous character. The fellows, at first, earned a great deal 
of money by clever barters ; but when the articles of ex- 
change and the money were finally expended, Morton began 
selling guns and ammunition to the Indians, and carefully 
instructed them in their use, for which lessons they paid in 
game. The Indians seized this favourable chance with ex- 
traordinary eagerness, and employed it so zealously, that the 
planters scattered about the country began to feel greatly 
alarmed ; the more so, as their servants ran away at the 
slightest dissatisfaction, and joined Morton's vagabonds, of 
whom the planters were even more afraid than of the Indians. 

"When, at a later date, the relations between the natives 
and the settlers became more hostile, the pilgrims watched 
Mount WoUaston, which Morton's band had rechristened 
Merry-mount, and to which the Puritans gave the biblical name 
of Mount Dagon, with strong and well-founded suspicion ; 
for, from everything that had hitherto occurred, it might be 
assumed that the rascals at Merry-mount would make com- 
mon cause with the Indians. But Morton, who was known 
by the characteristic name of " Roaring Tom," pretended that, 
under all circumstances, he intended to adhere to the men of 
his colour, and assist them with his band in any conflict with 
the red men. When, too, the annoying festivities at Merry- 
mount ceased, the offensive maypole disappeared from the 
court-yard, and the former lively connexion with the natives 
appeared to be entirely broken off, many of the colonists 
allowed themselves to be deceived. 

Mount Wollaston was situated on one of the streams 
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flowing through the prairie to Charles river. Watered by 
the dashing mountain torrent, a perpendicular rock rose to a 
height of 150 feet On the top of it was the principal 
building of the settlement, a neat blockhouse, of considerable 
size, and two storeys in height Eound the upper one ran 
an open gallery, which seemed to be suspended in the air 
over the precipice, and from which a grand prospect over 
the prairie and the surrounding forests could be enjoyed. 
The hill ran eastward, and descended, almost imperceptibly, 
to the plain, while its southern and northern side had a gentle 
declivity. The row of palisades, which formerly surrounded 
the hill on all sides, except the west, where it was inaccessible, 
was now in a very defective state, and, indeed, the whole 
settlement, internally and externally, displayed traces of neg- 
lect and uncleanliness. The side buildings, which formed 
an irregular quadrangle with the principad block, and thus 
enclosed a court-yard, were in a state of decay. The doors 
of the stalls and sheds were open^ and on all sides lay casks, 
chests, hunting implements, and riding gear in disorder. A 
few horses grazed in the grass-grown yard, which also dis- 
played marks of neglect, as, indeed, did everything here, 
with the exception of the two well-fed wolf-dogs that 
prowled about the entrance of the main building. 

The evening sky was grey, and covered with masses of 
mist, that announced a nocturnal storm over Merry-mount, 
which, at this moment, was so deserted and silent, that it 
might have been fancied no human beings were in the house, 
had not an old Indian squaw appeared in the gallery, who 
carried in one hand a horn lantern, in the other a dish 
covered with a cloth. 

This womao, who was only covered from the hips down- 
wards with a greasy blue petticoat, was, with her unkempt 
hair, her wrinkles, and extraordinary projecting cheekbones, 
a perfect marvel of ugliness, and merited the name of the 
Witch of Endor, by whiph she was generally known on 
Merry-mount 
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On reaching a door which led into the house on the 
western side, the old hag pulled back the bolt and disap- 
peared in the opening, closing the door after her. 

The Witch of Endor, however, was not alone in the 
apparently deserted settlement. 

In a room on the groimd floor, two men were seated at a 
large table and drinking. Although the roof was blackened 
with smoke, the walls dirty, the furniture dusty, and the 
floor covered with a crust of dirt, the room displayed signs 
that it had once on a time been the well-kept dining-hall of a 
fine house arranged after the old English style. 

The two men were puffing heavy clouds of smoke from 
Indian pipes, and raising in turn to their lips a huge grey- 
beard, that stood on the table between them. 

We recognise, in the brutal face of one of them, Master 
Thomas Kellond, that royal myrmidon whom we met at the 
beginning of our story. His companion was no other than 
Eoaring Tom, a man with the coppery face of a drunkard 
and the cunning eyes of a scoundrel They had been old 
acquaintances in London. 

" By the black face of Eling Charles," Kellond said, after a 
hearty pull at the pitcher, " ever since I have been in this 
wretched land of psalm-singers I have not tasted such 
glorious wine as here at Merry-mount. Tis real Spanish, 
and of no common sort either. Where did you get it 
from, Tom % " 

" I got it direct. Do you think I would have the dogs 
of port-inspectors and custom-house officers to play the 
middle man between me and my consignors % " 

"Of course not. You get your wine and other stores 
direct, without dues or nonsense of that sort. Xow I 
know, too, why all your jolly boys have gone down to 
the coast. You are a perfect genius, Tom. I suppose you 
have saved a pretty penny, and intend going with me t.o 
London, to end your days as foolishly as you began them % " 

" Saved anytlung? We are too joUy at Merry-mount for 
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me to think of money-making; and^ as to going hon 
man, you know I have too much old mud on my sho 
to be able to show myself in London streets." 

"Oh, that old mud can be easily wiped off. Ki 

I Charles shall hear from me that my enterprise would n 
f have succeeded without Tom Morton, that he shalL 

{ was, by Jupiter, a good idea of mine when I resolved 

j look you up, on accidentally hearing your name mention 

;. down in Connecticut You have brought me luck. To: 

1, immense luck. When the two confounded wood-range 

■ - . kiUed poor Kirk and took my men away under my noi 

■il I waa going to give up the whole affair in despair. 

|i . came to Merry-mount, though, and lo, you drove the gai 

into my net. I promise you, too, that a good third 

my reward shall be yours for it." 

" I hope so, Kellond. At the same time I like to pi 

my good friends, the saints of the Lord, a trick. Wt 

a whining there will be when the worthy Puritans 

I I New England and Old England hear that the two bosc 
I friends of Oliver Cromwell, two such lights in Israel, t 
i going to swing on the gallows ! It would not have giv 

them half such a stomach-ache if Metacom had scalp 
his prisoners in the good Indian fashion." 

"Confound it, that will be jolly. I only hope t 
savage will not put a spoke in our wheel." 
I " You need not be frightened of that, for Metacom kno 

I that he has more need of me now than ever. He will ke 

I his word, and has already had the two colonels brought 

the swamps on Mounthope promontory by Annawon, one 
his chiefs. He will keep them carefully there till you ha 
found an opportunity for putting them on board ship, 
will guarantee. But you must look for one betimes, 
that you may not be disappointed by any change in 1 
fortune of war. I will help you, though, to the best of i 
ability, through my connexion with the smugglers." 
" Do so, do so, and you shall be no loser by it. To 
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Could we not use for the purpose the ship of that fili- 
buster with whom you boast of being intimate % " 

" The filibuster's ship % Oh, you know the proud French- 
man badly, if you fancy he would perform a gaoler's duties 
for you or any other man. I tell you, the man aims high, 
and has gold like chafi^'' 

"Well, we must look about us elsewhere, in that case. 
But you spoke just now of the fortune of war, Tom. 
Has the war really broken out, then, between the red-skins 
and these crop-eared saints of the Lord % " 

"Since the sack of Swansea it has been going on 
gloriously. Yes, yes, the saints of the Lord can yelp now 
that the Lord chasteneth those whom He loveth, for they 
will have a difficulty in resisting these red-skinned demons. 
Metacom has made an inroad into the settlements of 
Connecticut with his Wampanogs and Fokanokets. Hadley 
and Springfield are burnt to the ground, and on the plain 
of Northfield the savages cut down a band of colonists who 
tried to oppose them to the last man. Dozens of scattered 
farms are destroyed, and their occupants killed. In a few 
weeks the lash will also tickle the Eoundheads about 
here, and as far up country as Boston, and down to 
Plymouth," 

"Ha, ha, ha! But tell me, Tom, whereabouts is the 
chief, whom they call King Philip % A fine king that, on 
my word! — a half-naked beggar-prince, painted with soot 
and ochre." 

"Gently, gently. Metacom is as good a King as any 
other; and I advise you, Kellond, to be on your guard 
with him, should you meet him again. He doesn't under- 
stand a joke, I assure you.** 

" Oh, I noticed that before ; he carries his nose frightfully 
high. But I am glad he is playing Old Nick with these 
Puritan vermin. 'Die villains impeded me in every way, both 
openly and secretly, in the business which brought me to this 
confounded country. Where is the chief now ? " 
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" Where he is 1 Hem ! you ask me more than I c 
anewer. To aee a hiblical expression, an Indian, when 
the war-path, ia like the wind, which we feel, but of whi 
no one can say whence it comes or whither it goeth." 

" And so he left the girt with you, eh t Hang it all, b 
is safe, and I shall take possession of het in any case. "W 
l(nows of what use she may be to us 1 " 

" All right, but now it ia time to leave off chatteriuj 
Morton aaid, as he rose and walked to the window ; " c 
palaver has lasted too long as it is, for the storm ia comi 
up, and I am obliged to ride over to the fort, so that t 
necesBary steps may be taken if Metacom, who is not so T( 
far away, should go there. Listen, Kellond, look after t 
house. I shall be hack by to-morrow at noon ; and by that tin 
I think, my lads will have returned from the coast. Th 
you shall see what we can do up here : we'll have a capii 
ftolio, I assure you." 

The door slammed behind him, and he could be hea 
outside singing and shouting in such a way, that it was ea 
to understand why he was called Hoaring Tom. 

"A rough fellow, by Jove," Kellond growled, "here 
a proof how everything deteriorates in this wretched counti 
where only Puritans flourish. That Tom Morton, who, 
his day, was as fine a gentleman as ever crossed Loud 
Bridge, has grown a vulgar, boorish fellow on this side of t 
big water. But, though he is so proud of his cunning, he w 
make a tremendous mistake if he fancies that Tom Kello: 
will be so simple as to share King Charles' four rose-nob] 
withhim. Share! Hangme if Iwillsharewithanybody. Tb 
greenhorn Kirk slipped off the hooks at the right momen 
the two wood-rangera paid him. But I must go to work t€ 
cleverly if I want to cheat Eoaring Tom. For the present 
want him, want him greatly. Would that I were only 
home safe with my prisoners." 

Thus KeUond's soliloquy went on for some time, till 1 
pipe was smoked out and the greybeard was empty to t 
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last drop. Then a sudden idea seemed to occur to him : he 
rose, shook himself, and shouted with wild glee : — 

" Hurrah ! I'll go and have a look at our prisoner. I 
must have some amusement or it will be tedious here." 

With these words he left the room, groped along the 
passage to the stairs, and slowly ascended them. At the 
top he stopped before a door through whose keyhole a 
faint streak of light issued. He took out a key, opened 
the door, walked in, and carefully bolted the entrance 
after him. 

The room which he entered was rather large, but looked as 
neglected as the rest of the house at Merry-mount In one 
corner stood a clumsy table with a lighted lamp upon it, in 
another an enormous bed, the curtains of which, however, 
hung down in rags. The windows were closed on the out- 
side with heavy shutters. Opposite the door by which 
Kellond had entered, was a second one, that seemed to lead 
to the gallery, but was also bolted on the outside. 

On a chair by the table was seated a young lady, resting 
her head on her arms. On her lap lay an open Bible, with 
the perusal of which she seemed deeply engaged. 

On the table stood the dish which we saw in the hands 
of the old Indian squaw. Its contents had not been 
touched. 

At the noise caused by Kellond's entrance the lady gave a 
slight start, and raised her head. 

It was Lovely, as my readers will have anticipated from 
the conversation between Tom Morton and Kellond. 

The poor girl had grown very pale since the day when she 
met Hih-lah-dih at the spring in Swansea forest 

Lovely had since then gone through fearful scenes, but the 
bitterest of all was when she was tokn from her father and 
grandfather at Merry-mount, and the two, with Captain 
Standish, were carried oflf, she knew not whither. Since 
then she had been confined in the room where we now find 
her, and had seen no one but the old Indian squaw, who 
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either did not listen to her timid questions, or only answered 
them with an angry growL 

In spite, though, of the racking sorrow that oppressed her, 
in spite of the deserted state in which she was, a spark of 
courage and confidence glimmered in Lovely's tear-swollen 
eyes, and she derived an almost superhuman strength from her 
religious fEiith. We have already mentioned that the girl 
had heen strictly hrought up in the tenets of Puritanism. 
Any misfortune that befell her she regarded as a trial of her 
confidence in God's justice ; and her unshaken belief had 
alone hitherto endowed her with strength to pass, in spite of 
her tender youth, through so long a series of dangers and 
terrors. 

And now she found herself, while her relations remained 
in the power of the terrible destroyers of Swansea, in the 
hands of the man who once before had so nearly succeeded in 
capturing her and hers ! The whole day through, this terrible 
discovery had oppressed her heart ; until at length, after the 
old Indian had lit the lamp, she sought and found consola- 
tion in the sacred book which, from her youth up, she had 
regarded as the source of all comfort. 

Disturbed by Kellond's entrance, she threw a hurried glance 
at him. Tlien she let her head sink again, and did not move. 

Kellond remained for an instant by the door, and then 
staggered forward a step. When Lovely noticed this sign of 
intoxication, she rose in horror, with a slight cry of alarm. 

" Come, come, girl,'* he said ; " you need not be frightened. 
I am the best-tempered man in the world, and have come 
nere to tell you that I will be your protector, and intend to 
conduct you in safety to your friends, from whom you have 
been separated for some time." 

These remarks calmed the girl for an instant She raised 
her eyes inquiringly to Kellond, but at once looked down on 
the ground in confusion, when she noticed his coudition. An 
indescribable anxiety filled her mind. Outside, the tempest 
howled, and frightful peals of thunder shook the house. 
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" Listen, girl 1" Kellond stammered ; " you will come witli 
me now. We shall have a musical accompaniment, for the 
storm is whistling gloriously out of doors." 

As he said this, he extended his arms toward the young 
lady. Lovely slipped away from him, and fled to a corner of 
the room : Kellond pursued her, and the maiden hurried to 
the door leading into the gallery. She pushed against it with 
all her strength, and raised a heartrending cry for help. But 
the rolling of the thunder alone answered her, and the door, 
bolted outside, did not give way. 

" Come, don't be so passionate, girl : you'll soon grow tired 
of running about when you find yourself on a sugar planta- 
tion. You shall fetch me a tidy sum of money ; me alone, do 
you hear?" Kellond went on stuttering, as he rushed toward 
the girl and held her for a moment. 

But again Lovely escaped from him, and a terrible chase 
began. At length a fortunate idea occurred to Lovely. She 
rushed to the table and upset the lamp, which was extinguished. 

Exhausted by the pursuit, and unable to find his way in 
the dark, Kellond, when only a few steps from Lovely, fell 
his full length on the ground with a roar of pain. 

Outside, the howling of the storm had temporarily relaxed. 
The growling of the wolf-dogs could be heard in the silent 
chamber. 

Snorting and panting, Kellond tried to get up again. At 
this moment a man's voice and the tramp of footsteps were 
audible; the gallery door was opened, and the half -un- 
conscious girl saw several forms enter, and fancied she could 
recognise by the lightning flashes Groot Willem, who, after 
surveying the scene at a glance, seized the royal bailiff by the 
chest and throat, raised him in the air, and hurled him over 
the gallery railing into the abyss. 

Lovely saw no more; but when she fell back in a swoon, 
the fearful cry of agony rang in her ears with which the 
wretch in his fall overpowered the thunder. 
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The tempest had passed, the clouds had discharged their 
burden, and the pale light of the stars illumined the prairie ; 
while in the east the first streaks of dawn rose on the horizon. 

About a couple of musket-shots from Merry-mount, a small 
party might be seen moving toward the forest 

Lovely was seated on a horse, whose bridle was held by 
Golden-hair, who was walking on one side of her ; on the 
other De Lussan strode along. 

When the three had crossed the prairie and reached the 
skirt of the forest, they halted, as if waiting for somebody. 

" I wonder where Willem can be all this time,'* De Lussan 
presently said, impatiently. " We ought not to lose a moment 
in conveying the poor girl to a spot where she can find a 
nurse and repose. What could I have said to my wife if we 
had arrived a day later 1 But here comes the old gentleman." 

Groot Willem could be seen running at full speed across the 
prairie, followed by his dog. At the moment when he joined 
his friends, a frightful uproar, like subterranean thunder, 
could be heard from the hill. The earth trembled, an enor- 
mous cloud of vapour rose in the air, and then a red flame 
burst through the dark mass and rose gloriously skywards. 

" What is that ?" Thorkil and De Lussan exclaimed 
together. 

" A small display of fireworks," Groot Willem answered, 
with a savage laugh. " Look ! there goes the Merry-mount 
to the fiend ! I knew where the powder was kept ; it is all 
over with Eoaring Tom's tricks. The ruins will tell him that 
there are persons who can avenge evil deeds. But now, let 
us get on, for it is a long way to Father Blackstone's hermi- 
tage." 

We have already made the acquaintance of Father Black- 
stone when he arrived at Swansea on his Bucephalus, for 
the purpose of imparting his observations and apprehensions 
to his friend Eaton. 

The old man's hermitage was situated a short day's journey 
to the west of Merry-mount, in the thickest part of the 
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virgin forest. The hermit had made a small clearing here, 
built his cabin in the centre of it, and surrounded it with a 
carefully-tended orchard and kitchen-garden. At the first 
sight of the picturesque and cosy house, whose walls were 
concealed by trellis- work, and whose roof was covered with 
a thick green network of wild vines, it could be seen that it 
was the abode of a man who lived at peace with himself and 
the whole world. In a side enclosure Bucephalus grazed, in 
the company of the horse on which Lovely had arrived, as 
well as of a small cow, and a colony of those marmots of the 
American savannahs which are called prairie dogs. At the 
entrance of the cabin was fastened up a sentry, well adapted 
for the secluded spot, in the shape of a tame bear, to which a 
golden eagle, seated on a perch over its head, afforded com- 
pany. A young elk, with noble antlers, roamed about at 
liberty, and only gave a slight start when Groot Willem, 
who had gone back into the forest after Lovely*s arrival here, 
returned and walked across the clearing toward the cabin. 

The old trapper was also a great friend of animals, and 
both he and his dog, who followed close at his heels, were 
old acquaintances here. The bear rose on his approach and 
stood on its hind legs with a joyous grunt, the eagle flapped 
its wings, the elk rubbed its neck on the hunter's arm, and 
looked at him confidingly with its large brown eyes, when he 
stopped to give it proof of his friendship by stroking its 
glistening coat. 

" Father Blackstone," he said to himself, " leads a very 
frolicsome life with his animals. When my limbs grow stiff, 
m build a hermitage of this sort, and tame animals too, that 
I wiU.'^ 

While saying this to himself, he passed through the house 
into the garden, where he heard the sound of voices. 

The hermit was seated with his guests. Golden-hair and 
De Lussan, in the shade of an apple-tree, where they were 
refreshing themselves with a beverage before them, which 
was composed of fermented maple- juice, whose healthy 
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qualities Father Blackstone highly praised, although the 
captain did not appear over delighted with it. 

" Well, how are matters ]" the latter asked the new comer; 
"are our reverend host's suppositions confirmed?" 

" Father Blackstone," Willem replied, " is perfectly right, 
as I knew beforehand, for he is too experienced in the signs 
of the forest to make any mistake. Something is up in the 
forests, captain, and henc-e I wish, for the dear girFs sake, for 
us to start at once and reach Fort Tabor to-day. Besides, it 
is on our road to Montaup promontory, where, according to 
the statement of the red beggar at Mount Wollaston, we 
shall find the persons of whom we are in search. It was no 
little job to get so much out of the Witch of Endor." 

" You believe, then, that we are not in safety here V* 

"Well, as regards ourselves, we have no cause to be 
alarmed ; but I should like the poor girl to be behind the 
palisades of the fort before nightfall. There are red war- 
riors in the forest, and, as I believe, on our trail. I am 
afraid we acted very incautiously in not trying to secure that 
savage Annawon at Providence. He is an incarnate fiend, 
and I am certain that Metacom heard from him long ago 
what took place in Providence, and knows on what terms we 
now stand to him. We must be ofiP, for the young lady's 
sake. The sun stands high enough to light us for half our 
road. Lovely must have recovered sufficiently to be able to 
go with us." 

Fort Tabor, as the Puritans had called it, after a biblical 
name, was situated on a hill on the left bank of the Paw- 
tucket, at the spot where the frontier line of the Massachusetts 
and Plymouth colonies joined. It had been built by the two 
governments shortly after the termination of the Pequod 
war, because the necessity was felt of founding a fortified 
settlement which might serve as a place of refuge for the 
scattered settlers in future hostilities with the natives, and at 
the same time keep open the communication between the two 
banks of the Pawtucket. Fort Tabor, however, must not 
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be judged after the European style of fortresses ; it was. a 
thorough American block-fort; that is to say, a double row of 
palisades in the form of a parallelogram, whose four comers 
were occupied by block-houses, in which the garrison lived. 
On the open ground, inside the quadrangle, a number of huts 
and a large shed for the cattle were built, as the settlers 
brought these animals hither on the first sign of danger. In 
the middle of the fort toward the river, which looked out 
on the Pawtucket prairie, was the principal entrance, an oak 
gate, whose doors could be fastened inside with a heavy 
beam. Above this gate rose a watch-tower, on which the 
pride of Tabor was posted — one of those field-pieces called 
falconets in the Thirty Years' War, which fired iron balls 
weighing from two to three pounds. With the exception of 
this piece, which, however, was suited, by its thunder alone, 
to awe the Indians, there was no heavy artillery in the fort 

In ordinary times its garrison was a very peaceable one, as 
it merely consisted of half-a-dozen pensioners and a sergeant, 
who, at the same time, played the part of middle man be- 
tween the natives and the settlements, by carrying on a barter 
trade. Fort Tabor was, consequently, an important spot for 
the natives, and greatly visited by them. Here, too, many 
negotiations had been carried on between the chiefs and the 
colonial agents ; here the council fire had been frequently 
lit, the pipe of peace gone the round, and many a treaty had 
been concluded. John Elliott, the venerable apostle of the 
Indians, had also assembled here on appointed days the sur- 
rounding tribes, in order to preach the Gospel to them, to 
which the natives paid little attention, it is true, though they 
honoured its preacher for his inexhaustible goodness of 
heart. 

When our travellers reached the fort, after nightfall, they 
found a large portion of the prairie covered with Indian 
buffalo tents. Their request for admission to the garrison — 
as these frontier forts were usually called — was readily 
granted, and a comfortable room looked out for Lovely in 
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one of the block-houses, for the fort was crowded with 
people, principally women and children, who had been 
brought here by their husbands and fathers when King 
Philip commenced his desolating forays through the country. 
On the next morning we find the old trapper in the watch- 
tower over the door, engaged in eager conversation with a man 
of military appearance, whom he addressed as Major Mosely. 
When the Boston government heard that King Philip had 
commenced hostilities, it immediately sent off a party of thirty 
militiamen, under Major Mosely, to occupy Fort Tabor. The 
major, a stout, sturdy-looking man of sixty, was an English- 
man by birth. In his youth he had fought under the banners 
of Gustavus Adolphus in Germany, and afterwards under the 
Imperial colours against the Turks in Hungary. It was also 
said that he had been a buccaneer in the West Indies before 
he purchased land on Massachusetts Bay. In the earlier 
quarrels between the colonists and the natives he had so 
proved his valour, that the latter had a proper fear of the 
chief with the two scalps. This strange name was given him 
by the redskins because he wore a peruke, the first seen in the 
colonies, and was accustomed to hang it up in a tree at the 
beginning of a fight, to the intense admiration of the savages. 
Groot Willem had once done him the service of saving the 
valuable article, during a skirmish, from the hands of a 
Pequod, and ever since then a sort of friendship had subsisted 
between the major and the old trapper. In spite of his 
bravery, however, Mosely was not suited to be commandant of 
Fort Tabor; because, in the first place, he too greatly despised 
the grunting giaours, as he called the Indians, to always 
maintain the proper caution against them ; and, secondly, he 
wa^ so proud of the experience he had acquired in the Old 
World, that he insisted on fighting upon European principles, 
and not in accordance with the rules of wood-fighting. In 
addition, he had an inordinate amount of obstinacy under his 
wig, and could not be turned from any opinion hv, had once 
formed, whether it were right or wrong. 
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The major was leaning on the carriage of the falconet, 
and was eagerly opposing an opinion expressed by the old 
trapper. 

" I tell you, man,'' he remarked, " you are altogether wrong. 
There is not the trace of the shadow of an idea of danger. 
Passateremtetem ! The grunting giaours down there do not 
belong to the band of the swamp-curs of Mount Hope : they 
are Nipmucks. Nothing but Nipmucks, I tell you ; not a 
Wampanog or a Naragansett or a Pokanoket among them. 
Yes, they are Nipmucks ; pure Nipmucks, When they 
arrived on the prairie yesterday, I was going to pepper them ; 
tliat I was. But their chief came, the Turkey — what absurd 
names these vagabonds have ! — into the fort, and handed me 
the calumet of peace, which I accepted." 

" What ! Ah-ton-wi-tuck is among theml " Willem observed, 
who was leaning over the embrasure, and sharply examining 
the Indian camp on the prairie. "Take care, major; this 
chief is one of the most cunning fellows that ever invented 
an Indian deviltry." 

'* Nonsense, with your deviltries ! it is all rubbish. Passa- 
teremtetem ! Yes, if they were Turks, we might talk of 
deviltries. The vagabonds down there have carried home 
their maize harvest, and have come here, according to their 
custom, to hold the great ball -play festival ; which, from time 
immemorial, has been celebrated on Pawtucket prairie, after 
the harvest." 

" That certainly appears to be a very innocent design, and 
perhaps is so. But, for all that, major, be on your guard." 

" What ! hang it all \ do you fancy I do not know my duty? 
You seem to me as if you were frightened. Passateremtetem ! 
I tell you all this row about an Indian war is dying out ; and 
if it were not so, I would soon put an end to it, if they would 
only give me a couple of decent companies and two fieldpieces. 
Late last evening, Tom Morton, of Merry-mount, was here — a 
jolly comrade over the bottle, Passateremtetem ! He brought 
me the news that Eoger Williams had as good as succeeded in 
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putting an end to the whole affair. He had made proposals 
to the Wampanogs and the Naragansetts in the name of the 
colonieS) and the sachems are said to have expressed their 
readiness to accept them. So the joke will come to a wretched 
finale." 

" What ! Eoaring Tom was here yesterday 1" 

" Certainly ; and we sat all night over the hottle, while he 
was telling me a quantity of news. About day-break, how- 
ever, we saw a tremendoils fire rising over the for JTand so 
he got the ridiculous notion into his head that his Merry- 
mount was in flames, and rode off like a madman." 

"Indeed!" Willem observed, as he suppressed a smile. 
" But do you believe, major, that what Eoaring Tom told you 
is true ] Of course you know on what terms he stands with 
the settlers r' 

*' Stood, you mean to say, man. Of course I know that he 
stood badly enough with the Pilgrims of the Wilderness — a 
stupid name, Passateremtetem ! — but the rogue intends to 
alter, it seems, and has offered his services to the Boston 
government It is said that old John Elliot, who has the 
extraordinary fancy of preaching to the grunting giaours, and 
in their own grunt, which they pretend to be a language — 
yes, it is said that old John has performed a miracle of con- 
version with Eoaring Tom. Short and good, I have orders to 
employ the said Morton whenever I can; because, owing to 
his extensive acquaintance with the red-skins, he can be of 
use to us as a spy." 

"As regards the extensive acquaintance, that is correct; 
but as to the impending peace with the two sachems, 
Eoaring Tom has deceived you. I have just come direct from 
Providence, and nothrug is known there about this peace. It 
is true that Eoger Williams has given himself the greatest 
trouble in trying to effect an arrangement, but without success. 
Metacom and Canonchet are closely allied, and I am firmly 
convinced that the clever Wampanog has already contrived to 
combine all the natives of Kew England against the colonists." 
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" All the better, for, in that case, my old sabre will have a 
merry dance. Passateremtetem !" 

«iu right, major; but mind first to be on your guard 
againt these Nipmucks." 

" Confusion ! What have you against the pack down 
there ? They only want to play their stupid game, nothing 
more. Why, they have their squaws with tiiem, and it is well 
known they do not drag 4;hat rubbish along the war path. 
Besides, they are not even armed ; but if they were, I have 
thirty good muskets in the fort Your roer is ako in order, 
and your boy Thorkil will play his part too, should it come 
to a fight. Your other comrade, the man with the almighty 
mustachios, does not look as if he could make the right use 
of the musket and sabre he wears on his side — I never saw 
a finer one. Passateremtetem 1 But it won't come to fighting, 
I tell you, and so don't look yourself blind at the grunting 
giaours down there." 

" Listen, major ? " Willem observed, as he looked down on 
the prairie with all the power of his eyes ; " I will wager my 
roer against an Indian bow, if I did not see that devilish 
Annawon slipping from one tent into another. And he is 
King Philip's right hand, I tell you." 

" Stuff, you see ghosts in the broad daylight, you old wood- 
man. How should Annawon, who is certain a bad lot among 
the grunting giaours, get here % " 

" I suspect, on his legs, or else by those of one of the 
numerous horses the villain has already stolen. Major, look 
out for the fort ! I will go down into the Indian camp and 
see whether I am deceived. If that fellow is really there, 
mischief is intended." 

With these words the trapper shouldered his roer and 
harried down the steps that led from the watch<tower to the 
court-yard. 

"There he goes to hunt his ghost," the abstract soldier 
shouted after the old man. ''He would soon have tired 
me with his nonsense. By the beard of the Prophet^ as the 
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Turkish dogs are wont to swear, these forest-fellows, white 
and red, are a curious lot. Passateremtetem ! " 

In a few hours Groot Willem returned from the Indian 
camp whose tents were erected ahout a thousand paces &om 
the palisades of the fort 

He had neither found Annawon nor anything else that 
could confirm his unsettled hut certain suspicions, and yet he 
could not entirely dismiss them. As he had long had ac- 
quaintances among the Nipmucks, he had heen received like 
an old friend, and the chief Ah-ton-wi-tuck had shown him 
the politeness of inviting him into his tent and setting before 
him a bear ham and buffalo marrow. Willem gladly ac- 
cepted such an opportunity for spying and getting behind 
the thoughts of his host ; but the Turkey was too experienced 
in the arts of Indian eloquence to allow the slightest thing 
to be seen. As for weapons, the trapper only noticed a few 
bows and light hunting spears : altogether, the entire appear- 
ance of the camp seemed to bear evidence to the peaceful 
sentiments of the natives, and aU were occupied with noisy 
merriment in preparations for the intended baU-play which 
was about to take place on the open ground between the fort 
and the camp. 

The trapper quitted the camp at the moment when the 
Indians, divided into two parties of one hundred men each, 
set out in their play- costume for the ground. In front walked 
the two players who commanded them, holding aloft their 
sticks adorned with ribbons, porcupine quills and other orna- 
ments. Between the two rows of men walked the squaws, 
singing a monotonous chant referring to the intended game, 
and the procession was closed by the chief, accompanied by 
four old powows, or medicine men, who acted as umpires, 
and made a fearful noise with the rattles they shook in their 
hands. 

The men and youths who intended to take part in the 
game walked along with a measured but elastic step. The 
only covering they wore was an apron round the waist, 
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fastened by a belt adorned with beads, at the back of which 
a wing-shaped tail made of buffalo hair and white feathers 
was attached. A feeling of joy at the impending sport was 
unmistakably expressed on the dark faces and in the black 
eyes of all the participators. 

The procession certainly possessed much that was attrac- 
tive, especially for Europeans. The inhabitants of the fort 
consequently pressed curiously to the gate, which was wide 
open. The women came out with their children, and in the 
temporary excitement forgot all their fear of the red men, 
before whom they had fled to this spot. The militia men, too, 
who constituted the garrison, also wished to see the sport : 
even their commander went out some fifty yards on the prairie, 
where he stood carelessly talking with the sergeant 

" Well, how is it, man ? " he cried to the approaching 
trapper, " Have you collared your ghost, or has he evaporated?" 

" I tell you, major," Groot Willem answered, with a tone of 
annoyance, "you could do something more sensible than 
make jokes ; at any rate, in order to be prepared for any acci- 
dent, have the gate and the block-houses held by your 
men." 

" For what purpose, man % Drive the foolish idea out of 
your noddle, for there is not a notion of danger. We will 
quietly look on at all the larks which the grunting giaours 
will perform before us. The thing promises to be amusing, 
as the women say, and the copper faces with their feathery 
tails look capital Passateremtetem ! " 

" Death and the duivel ! this peruke man has a thicker 
skull than the oldest buifalo ; " Willem growled in his beard 
as he passed through the gate, in order to g^ up to the 
watch tower, in which he noticed Lovely, Gol(^-hair, and 
De Lussan. 

" We shall have a grand sight," the buccaneer cried to the 
trapper. " I see now, friend Willem, that there is no want 
of variety and amusement in a trapper^s life." 

^' A sight ! Yes^ the duivel take it ! It is lucky, at any rate^ 

o 
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that Thorkil has not forgotten his gun, like the stnpid fellows 
j&om the settlements down there.'' 

" What is the matter, Willem 1 " the young hunter asked. 

"The matter? Nothing, boy," the old man answered. 
** Confound it," he muttered between his teeth, " why did T 
think of bringing that poor child, who is enjoying with such 
innocent curiosity the scene at her feet, into the fort % " 
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CHAPTER XII. 
KING PHILIP'S WAR. 

THE BALL-PLAY — FIRE IN THE PORT — ^THE MAJOR LOSES HIS SCALP— 
ANNAWON'S CRAFTY ATTACK — ^ANOTHER BUTCHERY — THE SAVAGES 
ARE VICTORIOUS — KING PHILIP'S WAR — THE ATTACK ON THE NARA- 
GANSETT CAMP— SUCCESSES OF THE NATIVES — THE SWAMPS — HIS 
majesty's envoy — A MEETING IN THE PRAIRIE — GROOT WILLEM's 
NARRATIVE — STANDISH TELLS HIS STORY — DEATH AND BURIAL OF 
CANONCHET — ^THE BOW AND ARROW. 

The game for which the Nipmucks had assembled on the 
prairie is, even to the present day, the favourite amusement 
of the North American Indians. They play it with extra- 
ordinary eagerness, even passionately, for a number of days, 
and wiU continue it through the night by the glare of torches. 

On the square, where the game was to take place, were two 
perpendicular poles, about five-and-twenty feet high and six feet 
apart, connected at the top by a third pole. An exactly 
similar mark was erected at the distance of about fifty rods. 
Just half way between the two a single post was put up, to 
indicate the spot whence the ball should be thrown. The two 
parties assembled round the posts. Each player held in his 
hand a stick, whose end was shaped into a hoop covered with 
a net. The science of the game consisted in the player 
leaping up, catching the ball in his net^ and sending it on ; 
but he was not allowed to strike it or catch it in his hands. 

The Turkey, who was to give the signal for beginning by 
firing an arrow in the air, took his place with the four 
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powows who had to throw up the ball and act as umpires, at 
the central post, and lit the calumet of peace, which went the 
round of him and his four companions for about a quarter of 
an hour. In the interim the squaws performed a dance in 
the open space between the two bands, and sang a hymn to 
the Great Spirit Then they withdrew, and posted them- 
selves close to the gate of the fort in a compact mass, jesting^ 
and laughing, and boasting, by anticipation, of the skill of 
their husbands or brothers. 

The two parties also b^an dancing round their respective 
goals ; during which they clashed their sticks noisily above 
tiieir heads, and burst into a shrill chorus, which the powows 
accompanied with their rattles, which resembled tambourines. 
After this had lasted about a quarter of an hour, Ah-ton-wi- 
tuck rose, strung a bow, and shot an arrow far over the heads 
of the band into the prairie. 

Instantly one of the medicine men hurled the ball high 
in air. 

Hundreds of nets were stretched out in order to catch it 

Both parties employed their utmost efforts to catch the ball 
and throw it between the posts of the opposite goal If they 
succeeded in this they scored one, and a pause ensued. 

Then the ball was again thrown up ; and the game went 
on in this way until one party or the other succeeded in 
scoring a hundred rouges. 

It may be imagined how they yelled, ran, leapt^ upset and 
thrust each other aside, in order to catch the bail ; and what 
an animated spectacle this struggle between the two parties, 
this tangled mass of graceful forms, afforded. 

Both sides played with equal skill and pertinacity, and the 
picturesque scene was well adapted to enchain the attention 
of the spectators. 

" Well, how do you like it, man 1 " the major shouted in 
the best temper to the old trapper on the watch-tower. " The 
fellows are tremendously agile, I must say. Passateremtetem ! " 

'' I have seen the game a hundred times, nugor,'' Groot 
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Willem remarked, " and if it remains a game, I have no objec- 
tion to offer. The redskins have a remarkable talent for it, 
and it is a very pretty sight." 

" Yes, by the beard of the Prophet^ very pretty ; and so, at 
the conclusion, I will treat them to a gallon of fire-water, as 
they call it. If they afford us pleasure, we will do the same 
by them ; so that they cannot say the hands of the Palefaces 
are closed." 

The players had made a short pause. Up to the present 
neither party had gained a decided advantage ; but> when the 
game recommenced, the one party succeeded in sending the 
ball through the goal four times in succession, and thus got 
ahead of their opponents. The latter consequently redoubled 
their efforts in order to make up the loss, and the game 
assumed a more excited character. The eyes of the players 
sparkled, the muscles of their arms and legs dilated, and a 
dark flush spread over their cheeks. As the ball rose for a 
moment in the air, all rushed forward with loud, rejoicing 
shouts to catch it : the swift-footed got ahead, drove the baU 
forward, and the excitement was heightened by the triumphant 
screams of the squaws. 

Only one man retained his calm demeanour in the midst 
of the confusion : this was the Turkey, who had risen, and 
kept his eyes immovably fixed on the fort. 

With growing interest the spectators followed the game, 
and even the old trapper was not quite free from the feeling. 
Accidentally changing his place, however, he looked back at 
the fort, and suddenly saw two black pillars of smoke rising 
from the block-houses at the other end 

A fearful foreboding affected him. " Fire in the fort ! " he 
roared from the watch-tower. 

At this moment the ball, describing a large circle in the air, 
passed beyond the players, and rolled towMd the open gate. 

Ah-ton-wi-tuck advanced a few paces and raised his bow : 
the arrow whirred through the air, and in the next instant 
pierced the chest of the careless major. 
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The whole swann of playeis dashed after the ball, as if 
wishing to fetch it hack ; hut, as they passed the squaws, the 
latter handed them tomahawks, which they had concealed 
under their tunics. The next instant the savages sounded 
the war yell raised by their chie^ and charged toward the 
open gate with uplifted weapons. 

" Passaterem "the unfortunate major yelled, and, unable 

to finish his favourite word, fell flat on his face. 

The Turkey swooped on him like a falcon on its prey. The 
scalping-knife flashed in the savage's hand ; in a second he 
tore off the dying man's peruke, and loosened the scalp with 
a circular cut. He swung in one hand the fsilse scalp ; in the 
other, the real one of the murdered man, and was about to 
utter a yell of triumph ; but at this moment a bullet from 
Willem's roer dashed out his brains. 

Like an echo the report of Golden-hair's gun followed that 
of Willem's ; the bullet laid low the Indian who stood nearest 
the gate. 

"In with you, men, and close the gate, if you care for your 
lives," Groot Willem shouted to the soldiers, who were para- 
lysed with terror. 

But his warning was overpowered by the fearful tumult. 

The fall of their chief had momentarily checked the Nip- 
mucks. But at this moment the war-yell was raised inside 
the fort, and from the blazing block-houses a band of painted 
Wampanogs rushed toward the gate, the savage Annawon at 
their head, who had scaled the deserted fort from the river- 
side during the ball-play and fired it. 

" Ha, this is your infernal plot, villain !" the old trapper 
yelled, as he pointed his reloaded gun at Annawon. 

But the latter instantly disappeared in the dense mob that 
had collected round the gate. 

The fire spread with extraordinary rapidity, and soon assailed 
the shed in which the cattle were sheltered, llieir lowing 
was mingled with the crackling of the fire, with the yells of 
the savages, who raged with tomahawk and knife among the 
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defenceless wives and children of the Palefaces, and with the 
death-cry of the victims. It was a scene of the most inde- 
scribable and wild confusion. 

" Thorkil, take care of Lovely," Willem exclaimed ; " we 
must get out. Forward, captain." 

De Lussan hurried with drawn sabre down the stairs ; the 
old trapper followed him, and next came Golden-hair, who 
held the young lady mth his left arm, while with his right 
he was prepared to use his gun as a club. 

Groot Willem sent the charge of his roSr into the first 
Indian he met, then turned the heavy weapon round, felled a 
second with the butt-end, and dashed with the whole weight 
of his gigantic body into the mob of Wampanogs who 
blocked the gate on the inside. 

By his side flashed the filibuster's Damascus blade, and 
wherever it fell, an enemy kissed the ground. 

The old trapper and DeLussan fought with reckless audacity, 
and the savages were dispersed by their desperate attack. 

The space before the gate was freed, but at the next instant 
the crowd of white men and women driven in by the Nip- 
mucks blocked up the gate again. 

" Stand firm, my men," the filibuster commanded the militia. 
" Collect around me. Any one who has no weapons must 
fight with his fists." 

EKs leonine voice, his awe-inspiring demeanour, overpowered 
the tumult for an instant. Some of the men had their knives, 
others picked up the tomahawks of the slain Indians. They 
closed up and formed a wall round the women, among whom 
Golden-hair left Lovely, in order that he might fight by the 
side of his friends. 

" We must try to force our way into the prairie," Willem 
shouted, " for the fire is reaching our rear. Ah ! it has caught 
the magazine !" 

An awful, deafening explosion confirmed his words. A 
huge sheaf of flame rose in the air, and poured a shower of 
sparks on the despairing group. 
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" Keep together, like the strands of a cable," Be Lnssan 
thundered. " Forwards ! Gloria and Desdemona !" 

The Nipmucks fell back before Willem's and Thorkil's 
clubbed muskets and De Lussan*s sword-cuts. The attack 
was successful, and, in spite of the cloud of arrows poured on 
them from all sides, they reached the prairie, felling every foe 
who ventured within their reach. 

At this moment Annawon raised the war-yell of his tribe, 
and the howl of the Nipmucks responded to him. The 
Wampanogs pursued the small party of white men, and a 
triple wall of redskins was formed around them, which was 
contracted with every step they advanced. 

A shower of arrows and lances fell on the unhappy men. 
The Indians charged with a firightfiil roar. For awhile the 
filibuster's sabre could be seen flashing over the crowd, and 
Willem and Thorkil's muskets whirling through the air ; but 
then nothmg more could be distinguished in the swaying, 
surging crowd. 

Ere long, however, the triumphant cry of the savages rang 
thijpugh the air. 

The terrible scenes which we have just described, and our 
former account of the sack of Swansea, will have given the 
reader a fair idea of the Indian mode of warfare. 

Judge Eaton was certainly justified in saying : " The time 
of visitation has arrived!" The new war with the natives, 
which is known in the history of the I^ew England colonies 
by the title of King Philip's war, was the most dreadful visi- 
tation and trial which the Puritans had experienced since the 
landing of the Pilgrims ; and all the former collisions and 
fights had been of no importance in comparison with this 
war, whose object was nothing less than the annihilation of 
the white men. 

The sachem of the Wampanogs was indubitably a hero of 
his people. We have abeady intimated that the spread of 
the white men had alarmed him for his nation, and that 
consequently he had for years been brooding over a plan to 
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anniliilate the Pale-faces. For this object an union of all the 
tribes seemed to him tbe first necessity; but he had not 
succeeded in rendering the relics of the Pequods and Mo- 
hicans, under their sachem Uncas, unfaithful to the settlers, 
when the treachery of Sasamon, and the proofs afforded by 
him, aroused the suspicions of the colonists toward Metacom. 
Hence the sachem had only the choice of two courses — either 
to submit to the humiliating conditions offered by the hateful 
intruders, or to commence hostilities, with or without a prospect 
of success. Desperation accelerated the revolt of the natives. 
They entered the field without hope, and hence generally 
fought without mercy. 

file only man who might possibly have succeeded in effect- 
ing a settlement, was the aged Eoger Williams. But he, both 
before and after the sack of Swansea, had exhausted all his 
influence over the red men without attaining his object. 
After the scene at the Williams Spring of Providence, he 
once more employed all the authority he possessed over the 
Naragansetts, in order to withdraw Canonchet and his subordi- 
nate sachems from the alliance with Metacom ; and represented 
to them that the colony of Massachusetts alone could instantly 
raise a thousand warriors, and the colonies of Connecticut and 
Plymouth constantly send up fresh bands. 

" Grood !" was the answer which Canonchet gave him to 
this : " we know that Haddoh-Manitoo speaks the truth. But 
let them come ; we will await them. But not a hair of your 
head shall fall, as you have been through life a friend of the 
red man." 

The surprisingly rapid commencement of hostilities by 
Metacom had the result^ that the united colonies formed the 
resolution of carrying on the war as a mutual affair. A 
thousand militiamen were at once called out^ and volunteers 
enrolled, who really render excellent service under leaders 
experienced in forest warfera 

On the side of the Indians the war was waged as far as 
possible by ambuscades and surprises. They never met the 
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colonists in the open field, but constantly fled, even when 
numerically superior. But they were crafty foes, practised 
shots, partly armed with muskets, swift-footed, acquainted 
witii aU the forest-paths, capable of enduring any fetigao, 
and thirsting for plunder and revenge. The swamps and 
dense forests were their fortresses, and into these the pur- 
suers had not as yet been able to penetrate. 

With the rapidity of lightning the savages suddenly 
appeared in the scattered villages, and destroyed them. 
Isolated scouting parties of the white men were cut down, 
and the scalped corpses suspended on trees. The labourer in 
the field, the reaper in the harvest-field, people going to the 
mill, the shepherd with his flock, were shot by the crawling, 
invisible enemy. The mother remaining alone in her house^ 
feared every moment that the tomahawk might take her 
life and that of her children. When they rode to church on 
Sunday, in a long file, the &rmer held the bridle in one 
hand and a child in the other ; his wife sat behind him, 
frequently with a second child in her lap ; but at the 
moment when it was least expected, bullets, fired from an 
ambush, whizzed among them. It was, indeed, a heavy time 
of trial ! 

Soon after the destruction of Swansea, Metacom carried 
fire and sword into the villages of Connecticut, as Roaring 
Tom mentioned in his conversation with Kellond at Merry- 
mount. But the inhabitants of this colony so boldly with- 
stood the red heathen, that King Philip*s bands were entirely 
dispersed for a season. As many of his warriors sought shelter 
among the Naragansetts, the colonists summoned Canonchet 
to surrender the Wampanogs to them. But the chief an- 
swered : " What ! I give up my brothers, the Wampanogs I 
Not a nail-pairing of a Wampanog." 

The settlers regarded this answer as a declaration of war, 
and resolved to anticipate the revolt of the Naragansetts by 
a decisive blow. Informed of this by their indefatigable 
spies, the natives entrenched themselves in a fort, which 
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offered them the safest refuge in days of peril. Its defences 
consisted, in the Indian fashion, of a row of palisades and a 
natural hedge, running round the latter, sixteen feet in thick- 
ness. The only entrance was protected by an abcUtis of felled 
trees. It was situated on an elevation, surrounded by one of 
those cedar swamps in which the white man's heavy foot 
was embedded, while the light foot of the Indian glided over 
the treacherous soil And yet the colonists, under their bold 
loader Winslow, formed the bold resolution of attacking the 
Naragansetts in this camp, into which the greater part of the 
tribe had retreated, with their squaws, children, and most 
valuable property. The enterprise was certainly dangerous, 
but not impossible for men who went into action for their 
faith and their lives. 

They chose the night to carry out their design ; and Indian 
allies belonging to the Mohican tribe preceded the assailants, 
in order to find the path through the treacherous cedar swamp. 
But their approach was noticed by the Naragansetts, and the 
whole camp was at once aroused. The great point was now 
to offer a splendid example, and play the noble part of a 
Winkelried.* It was clear that those who advanced to storm 
the ahattis must fall, and yet two militia men rushed boldly 
at it. They were instantly shot down, and so were their 
successors. But the path was opened, and the rear men 
dashed forward with a cry for revenge. The Xaragansetts 
fought like madmen ; and they succeeded in driving back the 
white men who had entered the camp, with great loss, into 
the swamp ; but, after three hours of murderous contest^ the 
colonists gained a firm foothold inside. Their red allies, the 
Mohicans, threw fire-brands into the wigwams, and, ere long, 
five to six hundred of the flimsy cabins were blazing. By 

• In a battle between the Swiss and the Austrians the former were 
nnable to force their way through the square, bristling with levelled 
lances, till Arnold von Winkelried formed a gap by rushing on the 
spears, and receiving a dozen in his body. Through this noble self- 
sacrifice the Swiss gained a decided victory. 
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their glare a fearful butchering began, in which the white 
men spared the old, the women, and children as little as the 
Indian did so. The Karagansetts lost on this fearfdl night 
about a thousand braves, but the whites also had purchased 
the victory with a heavy loss. Canonchet fought so long as 
resistance was possible, and then retreated with the small 
remnant of his band into the swamp, with such a menacing 
front that the victors neither dared to pursue nor hold the 
fort, but retreated at daybreak. 

Through this surprise, Canonchet's aversion was heightened 
to fury, and he disdainfully repulsed the offers of submission 
proposed to him by the colonists. *' Sooner die to the last 
man," he cried, " than be the servants of the Palefaces." He 
led his tribe away from their native hunting-grounds where 
the destroying hand of the white men ruined dwellings and 
stores, and joined the ^ipmucks, who, since the surprise of 
Fort Tabor, had made considerable progress on the path of 
destruction. The natives rose on all sides; the war was 
carried into the heart of Connecticut, Massachusetts, and Fly- 
mouth. Even Khode Island was not entirely spared, in spite 
of Canonchet's friendship for the patriarch of that colony, 
and thus for awhile it appeared as if King Philip's idea of 
destroying the Palefaces off the soil of New England was 
about to be realised. 

Thorough Indian regions, into which the white men had 
not penetrated, and for which they even felt a pious awe, 
were the counties of Pocasset and Saconnet, held by the 
Wampanogs and Pokanokets, bounded on one side by Manu- 
met Bay, on the other by Naragansett Bay. The whole 
region, from the southern point up to Montaup, principally 
consisted of swamp. 

On a dull afternoon, a single horseman, coming from the 
south, reached the skirt of this swamp. We recognise in 
the short, thickset man, with the bold, open fewse, our old 
acquaintance Miles Standish. 

The captain stopped his horse and looked back at the 
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wretched country whence he had come. It seemed to have 
produced a saddening impression even on him. 

" Thank Heaven," he said, as he drew a deep breath, " I 
am glad that I am out of this treacherous swamp at last. An 
infernal country this! — a country for snakes and Indians, 
brr ! According to the instructions of my red-skinned guide, 
without whose help I should never have found my way out 
of this labyrinth, there must be a spring hereabouts; let 
me see if I can find it." 

During this soliloquy, the rider looked attentively around ; 
but his horse, now feeling firm ground under it, trotted 
merrily along. But suddenly it stopped, and pricked its 
ears. 

"Why, what is the matter, old grey? Ah, I see the 
smoke tibiere ! Ah, it comes from a fire, doubtless ! If a 
band of redskins is camped in that clump, my character ot 
envoy is at an end, that is certain. Well, I must try it, come 
what will." 

* With these words he seized the gun hanging on his back, 
examined the lock, loosened his sword in the sheath, and 
arranged a glistening wampum string, which hung round his 
neck, like an order, in such a manner, on his dirty leathern 
jerkin, that it was perfectly visibla Then he urged his steed 
on again. Eight ahead of him grew, on the undulating 
steppes, one of those isolated clumps of trees which rise like 
islands out of the ocean of the American savannahs. From 
this clump rose a pillar of smoke from a fire, which another 
solitary wanderer had kindled at the foot of a mighty oak, in 
order to roast a leg of venison after a long march. In this 
man, too, we meet an old acquaintance, Groot Willem. His 
beloved roer was leaning withm arm's length against a saphng, 
and his faithful dog lay at his feet in the grass. 

The old wood-ranger, whose huge body remained unbowed, 
in spite of the frightful fatigues he had recently gone through, 
had, in addition to the old terrible scar on his left chee^ a 
second one which was XM)t entirely healed. Prinslo drew his 
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attention to the approaching horseman, by leaping forward 
and barking at him; but the old trapper quietly remarked: 
" Quiet, dog, it is a white man !" and so Frinslo restricted 
himself to carefully watching the rider's movements. 

" It is one of our colour, Prinslo," the wood-ranger said, 
who was accustomed to talk to his dog as if he had a human 
being with him. " He's a white man, a little fellow ; but he 
rides well and looks like a soldier. Ah, he is lookixig at 
his musket ; who the duivel can it be ?" 

While speaking thus, he seized his roer, and leaning on it^ 
awaited the stranger's arrival 

The captain pulled up at a distance of about fifty yazdfl^ 
and shouted, as he surveyed the trapper's gigantic fozm with 
some suspicion : — 

" Holla, man ! will you tell me with whom I have to do ) " 

"Hum," the wood-ranger answered; "according to the 
good old forest rule, the man who is first at a spot has a 
right to ask new-comers who they are. Who may you Ibe, 
stranger % " 

" Well, I will obey your good old forest rule ; I am. Miles 
Standish, of Plymouth colony." 

" Miles Standish ? the man whom the colonists call Captain 
Pigmy, and the redskins the Little Fire-Spitter ? Come, 
don't be angry, man," he added, on noticing a frown on the 
other's face, " whatever name wMte and red men may give you, 
I have heard people of both colours say often enough, that 
you had your heart at the right spot." 

This appeased the captain, and he observed as he dis- 
mounted : — 

"Although you have not told me your name, man, still, 
judging from your size and your enormous gun, you can be 
no one else but the well-known trapper whom our people 
call Groot Willem, and the redskins the Grizzly Bear." 

" Well guessed, captain. Yes, I am the man whom the 
savages call Mato. I guess they discovered a little while 
back that the old bear's claws have not fallen out yet." 




■ * Who toKl joa be, rtrsngBt ? ' "—P. S06. 
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" What ! have you been fighting with the villains, man % 
When was it % " 

" Yes ; I have fought with the fellows in earlier days, and 
very lately. The Nipmucks " 

" What, have they risen too % " 

" That they have ; and, supported by the devilish Annawon 
and a band of Wampanogs, they have surprised and burnt 
Fort Tabor." 

'' Fort Tabor destroyed ? Confusion ! " 

" Well, why did the wise gentlemen of Boston send such 
an obstinate fellow as Major Mosely to command the 
garrison ] I tell you, it was impossible to persuade the iflan 
of anything, and we owe the frightful butchery solely to his 
seK-willed neglect." 

" Were you present % " 

" Unfortunately I was. But, tell me, will you not share 
my meal ; the venison is just ready % " 

" I have not the slightest objection, I assure you. While 
we are eating you can tell me what has been going on in the 
world for the last few months. I have been a prisoner of 
the redskins all the while, you must know, and am anxious 
as to the fate of my friends.'' 

"And I the same, man. And I too have come out of 
captivity, though not by the straight road." 

" How so ? " 

"Well, look youj the scamps of Nipmucks had already 
destined me for the stake of torture, and I should have 
fared precious badly, had not the poor sachem of the Nara- 
gansetts come to my help at the right moment. I feel sorry 
for the man, for he was a thorough good fellow, and had not 
an inch of falseness in him from the crown of his head to 
his great toe." 

" What do you mean by sorry ? " 

" He is dead." 

" Dead 1 Canonchet dead % I am astounded. Pray, teU 
me, friend, how it happened." 
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" You shall learn everything. But first have some food, 
for you must have ridden a long distance, if you have come, 
as I conjecture, iiom the neighhourhood of Montaup. In 
that case, we can exchange our news." 

Groot Willem now told the captain in detail aU that oc- 
curred before and during the capture of Fort Tabor by the 
natives, with which the reader is already acquainted. 

" Suddenly," he concluded his narrative, *' the noose of a 
lasso was thrown round my neck, which dragged me to the 
ground. I was obliged to look on powerlessly while my two 
friends and the poor child, of whom I told you, were taken 
prisoners by Annawon and his Wampanogs. Since that 
time I have never seen them again. I was dragged off by 
the Nipmucks, and, as I told you, Canonchet, with whom I 
have long been friendly, saved me from their infernal arts of 
torture. But now, captain," the old trapper continued, after 
a pause, with a look of the deepest anxiety and painM 
expectation, "tell me, I beg you — ^you have come from 
Metacom's camp at Montaup — ^have you seen any of my 
friends there ? " 

" Calm yourself, friend," Standish replied, with affectionate 
sympathy ; " I have seen the men and the maiden too." 

" EeaUy ? You have seen them % Dead or alive ? Speak, 
speak ! " 

^* Alive, alive. They are prisoners in Metacom's camp." 

"Oh, in that case aU is weU. Prinsloj come here, old 
dog. Come here, I say. Thorkil is alive; our Thorkil is 
alive ; do you hear, old brute ? Well, why don't you i^joice 
at it, you cur ? I tell you, Thorkil is alive." 

" Listen, old hunter,'' the captain at length interrupted the 
trapper's characteristic outburst of joy ; " will you be kind 
enough to answer me a few questions ? Do you know what 
has become of my friend Eaton, the judge of Swansea'? 
After our captivity he was separated from me and my two 
comrades in misfortune, who are still held as prisoners by the 
savages." 
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" Eaton is alive, and under the protection of Eoger Williams. 
He has escaped a great danger, which I will tell you of 
presently. But first I must inform you that he and I, who 
have long been hitter foes, have been reconciled over the 
grave of a woman who no longer lives to see it." 

" That is famous, indeed. Grood Mabel will rejoice at it in 
heaven. But tell me, friend, something about the man whom 
that Satan of an Annawon brought into King Philip's camp 
with Thorkn and the maiden. I saw the man in former 
times, and at once recognised him, although he has greatly 
changed, and, instead of being attired like a gay cavalier^ he 
now goes about in a coarse and worn hunting garb % " 

" 1)0 you mean the Frenchman, De Lussan % " 

" The very man." 

" So he is also a prisoner in the sachem's camp ? " 

"Yes; but tell me, friend, how has this man suddenly 
appeared in New England % What has he to do here % What 
does he design?" 

"You ask me more than I can answer, captain. I can 
only tell you that De Lussan arrived on this coast in his own 
ship^and a fine one she is too." 

"Is my supposition correct, that De Lussan and the 
notorious filibuster, to whom the Spaniards have justly given 
the name of El Exterminador, are one and the same person?" 

" It is." 

"Strange, strange! But what business had he in this 
country ? What does the daring man want here ?" 

" I am not iaitiated iq his intentions, captain ; and if I 
were so, it would not be proper for me to reveal them." 

" Of course, friend, I can understand that. But you can 
explain one point to me. It struck me that, though the crafty 
savage kept us strictly apart, he received De Lussan very differ- 
ently from the young hunter, against whom Metacom seems to 
feel a hatred blended with feax. The filibuster was received as 
an old and highly honoured friend ; but, instead of returning 
the friendship, he imperiously stepped forward and insisted on 
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tlie chief immediately liberating all his prisoners and lianding 
them over to him. As far as I could understand the discus- 
sion, however, King Philip declined doing so. Tell me on 
what terms the two stand to each other 1** 

" They were friends up to the surprise of Swansea, when 
the murderous conduct of the Wampanogs rendered him 
furious with Metacom. When De Lussan, Thorkil, and I 
learned that Metacom had dragged your friends, the two 
colonels and the maiden, into the forests, we started from 
Providence for the purpose of liberating the prisoners. At 
Mount WoUaston we tore Lovely from the villain who had 
come from England to capture the colonels. We put an end 
to his game, for his smashed body lies beneath the ruins of 
Merry-mount" 

" What ! Merry-mount in ruins 1" 

" Yes, for I blew up the sinful den with my own hand." 

" Then you did a good deed, on my word. !N"ow, I can 
account for Eoaring Tom's presence in the camp of the 
Wampanogs." 

"Ah! he is there, is he 1" 

" Yes, and behaves like a raging wol^ that would like to 
devour everything. He furiously attacked the young hunter, 
and told him that you two had made him a beggar. But 
when he called you a deceitful villain, Thorkil smote him to 
the ground." 

" I wish the brave lad had beaten his brains out, for Mor- 
ton's presence in camp is assuredly a bad sign." 

"You may be right But to return to De Lussan. I 
should like to know one thing, and you can teU it me — Is his 
wife stiU living?" 

" Do you mean Mistress Desdemonal" 

" Yes. You know her, then ?" 

" Of course. I saw her very recently." 

" Really. She is near us, then ? Oh, you do not know, 
man, of what importance this news is to me ! But, tell me, 
is she happy 1" 
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" K a husband's respect and love can make a woman happy, 
then she is happy. And how he respects and honours her ! 
He calls her the queen of his vessel, and she is so in fact. 
It only needed a word from her to make him give up his own 
plans, and join Thorkil and me in following the trail of the 
prisoners." 

"Thank Heaven ! He has acted nohly to her then, and her 
choice has not rendered her wretched. That is a great con- 
solation for me, friend; for you must know that I was very 
intimate with her and her family, and take a lively interest 
in the fate of this young lady, who, unfortunately, married 
the filibuster without her father^s consent." 

The old hunter was thoughtfully silent for awhile, then he 
said: — 

"Now to something else, captain. May I ask how you 
have succeeded in getting away from the Wampanogs ?" 

" Why not ? The red heathen dismissed me with all the 
honours and in peace, although at first he treated me more 
harshly than my companions. Of course, the thing was the 
more unexpected to me, for you must know, friend, that 
I have the honour of travelling as ambassador of his red- 
skinned majesty. King Philip." 

" Really ? But I suspected something of the sort, as I saw 
you in possession of your weapons and horse, and remarked 
Metacom's wampum strung on your chest. But how did it 
come about ?" 

" Well, look ye ! The day before yesterday there was a 
great excitement in camp. The sachem, the chief, and all the 
honoured braves remained in the council wigwam for many 
hours. What was discussed there I cannot say. When the 
meeting was over, I was brought before Metacom, who .re- 
quested me to go as a messenger of peace to my friend Josiah 
Winslow, who, as the heathen told me, commanded our troops 
near the northern bank of the J^ipmuck river. I was to tell 
him that he, Metacom, offered to bury the tomahawk and 
induce his confederates to do the same if the colonial govem- 
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ment secured them in possession of the hanting-gronnds of 
their fiithers. In addition, he declared himself willing to 
liberate the two great warriors from the other side of the big 
salt water, as he expressed himseli^ and their daughter, and 
pay a large sum of yellow metal as compensation for the 
damage he has inflicted. The Lord knows where the 
heathen got the gold to pay." 

" And did he say nothing about my son Thorkil in these 
propositions ?" 

" No ; and, as I hinted to you, he seems to be greatly 
infuriated against the young hunter.'* 

" I can understand that," Groot "WiUem muttered ; " An- 
nawon will have told him what took place under the Pilgrims* 
Oak at Providence, and he knows, consequently, that Thorkil 
is his deadly foe. Heaven grant that I may see the boy 
again alive." 

"Do not alarm yourself too greatly about this matter. 
While I have declared my readiness to undertake the sachem's 
commission, I made the condition that nothing should be 
done to his prisoners before I returned." 

"Before you returned? Surely you wiQ not venture into 
the tiger's den again ?" 

" I must do so, friend, and for two reasons. In the first 
place, anxiety for my friends urges me to return as speedily 
as possible; and, secondly, the heathen demanded my presence 
to bring back WinsloVs answer. It was not till I had 
pledged my word that my gray and my weapons were restored 
to me ; and then Metacom had me guided to the end of the 
confounded swamp down there by a runner acquainted with 
the roads." 

"I am only afraid, captain, that the message you have 
undertaken to deliver will not have the success desired by 
KingPhHip." 

" Do you think so ? Still the colonists must be most 
anxious to put a speedy end to such a desolating war." 

** Certainly; but I will wager that they are not at present 
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inclined to accept a truce which will probably prove a rotten 
one. The cunning chief has certainly heard, through his 
runners, of what has occurred at the Falls of the Connecticut 
and on the Nipmuck. The colonists have the heft of the 
knife in their hands, and will be glad to use it, in order to 
settle the matter once for all. They wiQ not be so stupid as 
to grant Metacom time for fresh tricks and preparation.*' 

** So, then, the colonists have recently gained great advan- 
tages over the red vermin % " 

"Do not call the unfortunate creatures vermin, captain. 
Circumstances have driven them into this desperate war, and, 
by heaven, I have found as worthy men among the redskins 
as ever among people of my own colour. I am not ashamed 
to confess, either, that I wept like a woman when they buried 
the noble, brave, large-hearted sachem of the Naragansetts 
on the bank of the Nipmuck. A worthier man will never 
string a bow or light a calumet." 

" You were present, then % In what way did he fell 1 " 

" When Canonchet saved me out of the hands of the 
Nipmucks, I returned to the battle-field of Mount Tabor in 
order to seek traces of my friends. They were not among the 
corpses which the buzzards were rending. For weeks I 
roamed about the forests and prairie without discovering a 
trace of them. At length I came across a Naragansett, from 
whom I learned that a sanguinary action had been fought at 
the Connecticut Falls, in which the forces of the natives were 
destroyed, and that Canonchet had started southwards with, 
the remnant of his braves, in order to cut his way through to 
Metacom. He was, however, pursued by the volunteers 
under Captain Church, surrounded, attacked while crossing 
the Nipmuck, and taken prisoner, after defending himself 
like a lion and expending his last round. The fate which 
had formerly been shamefully passed on his father Mian- 
tonomo, was also his. The victors sentenced him to death 
by shooting, and entrusted the fulfilment of this sentence to 
their allies the Pequods, who had joined them with XJncas' 
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Mohicans. Unfortunately, I only arrived wlien the foul deed 
had been done. Canonchet is said to have maintained his 
heroic calmness to the last moment, and even to have extorted 
respect from his murderers ; for Uncas and his people dug a 
grave for the noble sachem, buried him with all native honours, 
and Uncas said over his grave to his braves : ' Brothers, a 
great and just sachem has set out on the road to the happy 
hunting grounds : he was the bravest man among the red 
children of Manitoo ! ' Thus, then, even his enemies spoke 
of him, thus they honoured the man in death whom they 
had feared so greatly in life." 

" Canonchet was certainly a dangerous foe to the colonists, 
but, with due respect for truth, he was a man, an honourable 
man. So peace be with his ashes ! But time is slipping 
away," Standish added, as he rose and saddled his grazing 
horse, "and I must be a long distance away by nightfalL" 

" I suspect you will not have to ride so very far before you 
meet people of our colour. I hear that the brave Church is 
marching with his volunteers on Montaup, in order to deal 
the natives the last blow before they have recovered from 
their terror at the destruction of the Naragansetts. I, too, 
intend going to Montaup, for I have a sacred duty to perform 
there. You can guess it, I fancy, and so do me the kindness, 
should you meet with Church, of hurrying him on." 

** I will do so, friend ; you can trust to me." 

" Good ; and where is Metacom's camp % " 

" At the extreme end of Montaup Promontory, close to the 
sea. The spot is excellently chosen. A dense, almost impene- 
trable forest of firs and cedars cuts it off on the north, and 
behind this wood extend enormous swamps. I doubt 
whether you will find the entrance." 

"Don't be alarmed; I know the spot. Is there not a 
huge, strangely-shaped rock on the skirt of the wood of which 
you spoke ? " 

" Quite right ; a curious bit of stone work. There are two 
caves in it, and in these the prisoners are kept." 
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" And the cabins are near the water ? " 

" Yes. Exactly opposite the rock stands the medicine 
wigwam. Ah, what wretched follies I saw the first powow 
of the tribe perform there ! " 

" Thanks for your explanation, captain, and now God be 
with you. If you go due north, you will soon reach the 
Taunton, and come on Church there. If you meet him, 
hurry his march, I beg you, for the sake of our friends. iNow, 
Prinslo, we will be moving." 

" Stay," said the captain, as the trapper prepared to depart. 
*' One thing more ! It might be useful for you to know that 
the sachem has among his warriors a man who, in secret, 
cordially hates him." 

"Who is her' 

"The runner who guided me through the swamp. His 
name is — the cuckoo take this red-skinned name ! Done 
into English, it means bow and arrow." 

"Bow and arrow? In the language of the Pokanokets 
that is IshehkohniL" 

" Quite right, quite right Ishehkohnih ! What a mouthful 
of barbarous stuff ! But no matter, the said Bow-and -arrow 
might be of use to you in your enterprise." 

** Of course, if he is hostile to the sachem." 

" Of that I am convinced. On our road through the 
dismal swamps I gained the man's confidence. He is a 
clever fellow, and told me that there is a small party in his 
tribe opposed, from the first, to the war with the white men. 
When Metacom's affairs looked badly before the revolt of the 
Naragansetts, the peace-party advised proposals of peace, and 
Bow-and-arrow's brother called the beaver ^" 

" Hahnih % " 

"Quite right. Hahnih, a respected warrior, demanded 
that Metacom should try and conciliate the white men ; but 
the sachem was so infuriated at it, that he cleft the Beaver's 
skull with his tomahawk. His brother has since had a strong 
desire for vengeance " 
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'* Of course. Eevenge is a sacred law among the savages. 
This circumstance may prove of the greatest service to ns." 

" Yes, and Bow-and-arrow is seeking to obey this law, but 
has not yet found the opportunity. I arranged a password 
with him.'' 

*« What is it?" 

"HahniL" 

" Good. I will try and communicate with the man, for I 
am slightly acquainted with hiTn already. Does he not wear 
a necklace of bears' daws as an ornament ? " 

" Yes, he does." 

" Good ; but, by-the-bye, teU me one thing — Is Metacom's 
sister in camp ? " 

"I suppose you mean the pretty young girl whom the 
savages call the Pure Spring ? " 

'* Yes, I mean Hih-lah-dih ; and assuredly no human being 
ever had a better title to the name." 

" She really seems to be a good creature, for she displayed 
a sisterly sympathy with Lovely. And now, old hunter, 
farewell, and may Heaven bless your enterprise ! " 

They shook hands, and set out in opposite directions. 
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CHAPTER Xni. 
IN METACOM'S CAMP. 

WILLEWs meeting with ISHEHKOHNIH — AT THE BATHING-PLACE — 
INTERVIEW WITH HIH-LAH-DIH — THOIIKIL IN DANGER OF DEATH — 
AN ANGEL — HIH-LAH-DIH RESOLVES TO SAVE GOLDEN-HAIR — INDIAN 
RELIGION AND CUSTOMS — THE MEDICINE WIGWAM — A RELIGIOUS 
SOLEMNITY — THE FIRST MAN AND THE EVIL SPIRIT — INDIAN 
STOICISM. 

On the evening of the second day after his meeting with 
StandJsh, Groot Willem arrived in the vicinity of Montaup. 
On the road he had revolved plans for the liberation of the 
prisoners, but could not conceal from himself that he must 
set to work with the utmost caution, and be prepared for 
the worst, as his roer had caused great injury to the 
Indians at Fort Tabor. But his heart knew not fear, and 
he was more anxious about Thorkil than himself, when 
he reflected that Roaring Tom, who had detected the 
destroyers of Merry-mount and followed their trail to the 
neighbourhood of Blackstone's hermitage, would not fail to 
urge the chief to murder a youth who had now become 
his foe, and had taken an oath of vengeance which was 
most sacred, according to the law of both white and red 
men. That the sachem of the Wampanogs would not 
hesitate to break the promise he had made Standish as to 
the prisoners, he knew only too well, and also that any 
thoughtless attempt would only entail the ruin of those 
whom he wished to help. 
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Willem regarded it as a fortunate omen tliat^ on the morn- 
ing after his arrival at Montaup, accident hrought Bow-and- 
arrow near his hiding-place, which he had selected with all 
the craft of an old wood-ranger. The password, " Hahnih," 
did not fail at once to win over the vengeful Indian to his 
plans, which, however, were still very unsettled. Still Willem 
obtained an accurate account of the state of affairs in camp. 

Towards evening Ishehkohnih returned to the trapper's 
lurking-place. It was a deep forest glen, so overgrown with 
sassafhis and whortleberry-bushes, that its existence might 
even escape the sharp eyes of the Indians. Bow-and-arrow*s 
information caused Wfilem to reflect deeply as to how he 
should turn it to the best account. 

When the Indian at length broke the silence by intimating 
that the interview must now end, the trapper whispered, in 
the dialect of the Pokanokets : — 

" My brother wishes to go. I will not delay him. But he 
will come here to-morrow before sunrise, to report to me what 
has occurred in camp. Will he ? " 

" Ishehkohnih will come." 

" Good. For the present I have nothing more to say. But 
stay, one question — Can my brother tell me where Hih-lah- 
dih may be found at this time 1 " 

" My father will find the sister of the sachem if he goes up 
the river bank. Ishehkohnih saw her going to bathe with the 
young squaws." 

" Good. My brother wiQ not forget to whisper in Golden- 
hair's ear, if it be possible, that Mato is alive and near him." 

" Ishehkohnih will not forget it," the Indian replied, as he 
pulled his buffalo robe around him, glided through the 
bushes, and disappeared. 

A few minutes later Willem also left the ravine, examined 
the lock of his roer, prepared it for immediate use, and walked 
noiselessly through the forest, under whose dark green foliage 
it was already beginning to grow gloomy, although the tree 
tops were still illumined by the evening sun. 
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He had not proceeded far when he heard the rustling of a 
stream and a confused hum, as if of human voices. iSSnslo 
stopped, hegan to growl, and was ahout to bound forward ; 
but the trapper said, sharply, — 

" Quiet, old dog, to heel ! It will be the girls. Quiet Do 
honour to your training, and do not stir. To heel, to heel I ** 

Prinslo obeyed orders, and kept behind his master, who 
quickly walked a couple of musket-shots further, while the 
sound of human voices continually grew more distinct. At 
length he reached the bush-covered river-bank, and, as he 
hoped to find Hih-lah-dih here, and speak to her in secret, 
he cautiously wound his way through the tall shrubs, so that 
he might not be noticed either from the forest or the water. 
At length he perceived, through a lively tumult and the 
voices of laughing girls, that he must have reached the bathing- 
place. He cautiously bent the boughs a little apart, and saw 
a group of Indian girls, who were sporting in a sort of natu- 
ral basin, and playing with a bladder. 

" Poor children ! " the old man said, sadly, to himself; 
" you do not suspect that your innocent sports will soon be 
ended for ever ; you do not suspect that a terrible fate is 
hanging over your nation, and that its destruction is decided 
on. From all I have witnessed, during this unhappy summer, 
I know that the red race must yield to the white. Hie time 
is rapidly approaching when the rivers of this country will 
no longer re-echo the cheery laugh of Indian girls, when no 
red warrior will bend a bow in these forests. The cx/loniJits 
will occupy every comer of the hunting grounds, they will 
cut down the forests, drive the plough over the virgin s^nl, 
and put up their cabins at the spot where the calumet went 
the round at the council-fires of the chiefis. Then it will Ix; 
all over here with the free forest life : the game will !><$ de- 
stroyed, the bufialoes driven to the far west. And tluat I nju»t 
help to destroy the rightful owners of this land \» biltf;r, s^tr^ 
bitter ! I never thought that it could come to this. I^ut the 
murder in the ruin must be expiated, the poor boy muj*t l>e 
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freed ; and if the Wampanogs have done him a hnrt^ I wOl 
fire my loer at them so long as hairel and stock hold to- 
gether." 

At this moment Willem's eye fell on an object which gave 
another turn to his ihonghtsL It was a female, seated in the 
grass on the opposite side of the liyer. The girl had not 
taken off her clothes, and took no part in the noisy amuse- 
ment of her companions^ bat gazed with folded hands at tiie 
gloomy forest before her. 

''That is Hih-kh-dih, I am certain," the trapper said to 
himself. '' I was beginning to think that Ishehkohnih had 
told me fedse, as I did not see her among the bathers. I must 
give her a signal" 

He waited till the noise in the river slightly ceased. Then 
he held his hand before his mouth, and produced a note 
which marvellously imitated the whip-poor-will when it is 
beginning to stnke up. It might have been fancied that the 
bird was sitting on a branch of one of the oaks that OYe^ 
shadowed the river. 

Willem looked at the spot where Hih-lah-dih was sitting, 
in order to see whether she had heard the signaL The girl 
did not stir. The old man repeated the signal rather more 
loudly, and now Hih-lah-dih almost imperceptibly raised her 
head, but let it drop again directly. 

" She heard me," Willem thought " I wish these noisy 
gipsies were miles away. Well, I must be patient." 

And the noisy gipsies really made a heavy demand on 
Groot Willem's patience, for they continued their ball-play 
with thorough Indian pertinacity. At length the bladder 
was carried off by the current owing to an awkward stroke, 
and the whole party of girls dashed after it. The foremost 
one caught it, and, when another tried to drag it from her, 
she threw the bladder on the opposite bank, whither the 
whole troop hurried after it. 

At this moment the trapper saw Hih-lah-dih rise and glide 
into the bushes behind her. He repeated. the signal, in order 
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to indicate his position. The hushes along the water moved 
with a gentle rustling. Prinslo got up and cocked his ears \ 
but crouched again Erectly at a sign 6om his master. 

The branches of the willows were now parted, and Hih- 
lah-dih appeared. The trapper walked up to her ; but she 
laid her forefinger on her lips, pointed to the forest, and then 
glided noiselessly ahead into the thickest coppice, over which 
the shades of night were already brooding. Here the Indian 
girl stopped, turned to her companion, and looked at him 
silently ; but with a mixture of surprise and joy, hesitation 
and sorrow. 

" I see," the trapper said to her, in the language of her 
people, " I see that my daughter has not yet learnt to close 
her ears to the voices of her friends." 

" Hih-lah-dih," the girl answered, " can distinguish the 
voice of Mato from that of the bird of night It was good 
that the young squaws only attended to their game, other- 
wise they must have noticed that there was something strange 
in the forest. The wish-ton-wish does not sing at this 
season.'' 

The Pure Spring uttered these words with an affected 
reserve, while striving to maintain in her demeanour and 
language the calmness which distinguishes her nation in so 
eminent a degree. But when the old trapper turned his sad 
eyes upon her, she could no longer overcome her sympathy, 
but heartily seized his hand, and said, with tears in her 
eyes, — 

" My father is seeking Golden-hair ; he is a prisoner in 
the camp of the sachem ; death hovers over him." 

" My daughter says that death hovers over Thorkil," the 
old man replied, in a trembling voice; "he must be saved !" 

" Saved 1 Yes, he must be saved ! My father speaks the 
truth. But how shall he be saved 1 Hih-lah-dih is foolish ; 
she knows nothing. The sachem is furious, and his anger a 
devouring fire, which nothing can extinguish. Golden-hair 
accused Metacom of taking his father's scalp. Kow, the 
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sachem intends to take Golden-liair's scalp too. The Manitoo 
has veiled his face from his red children, and^ the powows 
say that he has given Ochkih-Heddeh power over our people 
until his anger is pacified hy a great sacrifice." 

These hurriedly-uttered words heightened the old huntei^s 
anxiety in no slight degree ; for he was too conversant with 
the opinions and customs of the natives not to know that, 
though generally so indifierent to religion, they would, under 
certain circumstances, he aroused to a pitch of religious 
fanaticism. But Groot "Willem knew so well by bitter ex- 
perience that this was the most merciless in the world, that 
he could not help trembling for ThorkiL Still he contrived 
perfectly to master his feelmgs, and quietly remarked : — 

'' My daughter speaks of a sacrifice, a great sacrifice ; I do 
not understand her." 

" Mato is a wise warrior," the girl replied ; '* he will 
understand Hih-lah-dih when she says that the powows 
have fasted three days and three nights in the medicine 
wigwam, and then declared that Manitoo demands a victim; 
and Golden-hair shall be the victim, and the man whom the 
Palefaces call Roaring Tom shall slay the victim." 

" A devilish idea ! Child, that is not the will of the good 
spirit, but of barbarous men who are possessed by Ochkih- 
Heddeh." 

" Hih-lah-dih believes so too, and whispered it in the ear 
of her brother, the sachem ; but Metacom's heart has turned 
to stone since the Palefaces captured his favourite squaw, 
Mongshongshah, and her boy." 

" What ! the Bending Willow and her boy, the chiefs only 
son, have fallen into the hands of the white men V 

"Yes. It happened when the tribe came down from the 
rivers to Montaup. The sachem's spies say the Palefaces 
have killed Mongshongshah." 

" Shame on them, if it be true ; but, for the honour of my 
colour, I hope that it has not happened- It would be too 
villanous to kill a female prisoner." 
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" Why should it not be done ? Palefaces kill everything, 
warriors* squaws and papooses ; wish to destroy poor red 
people from the ground of our fathers. Naragansett tribe 
was burnt in its wigwams at Squaw-sonk, the great chief of 
the Naragansetts murdered by Pequod dogs " 

" Do not speak about it, girl ; do not speak about it It 
was a scandalous deed. Tell me rather about Thorkil. Have 
you seen him % Is he healthy and firm ?" 

** Hih-lah-dih saw him when Annawon brought him, and 
the chief of the thunder-canoe, and Lovely into camp. Since 
then Hih-lah-dih has not seen Golden-hair, but she knows 
that he is kept in the caves of the great stone, where, too, are 
the chief of the thunder-canoe, and the silver-haired chief 
and his son, and Lovely " 

" Poor child ! How is she ? *' 

" Oh, Lovely is happy ; she can comfort Golden-hair. 
Hih-lah-dih once heard the Haddoh-Manitoo say the Manitoo 
of the Palefaces has around him a countless band of good 
spirits who, in the language of my father's people, are called 
angels. Hih-lah-dih thinks her white-face sister Lovely is 
these angels." 

" You are an angel yourself, child," the old man said with 
great emotion; "but my daughter will listen to me and heed 
my words. I have come here to liberate Golden-hair " 

" Hih-lah-dih know that Mato would come to help Golden- 
hair. When he delayed so long, she feared he had gone to 
the happy hunting-grounds." 

" WeU, as regards that, girl, it was not my fault or that of 
the Nipmncks that it was not so. I was in an awful fix. 
But, tell me, will Hih-lah-dih help me to free Golden-hair 1 
She knows he loves her like a sister." 

** Oh, Hih-lah-dih knows that she cannot sow his hunting 
shirt, roast his game, be in his wigwam; for Hih-lah-dih is 
red, is a poor Indian girl, and Lovely is white — whiter than 
the flower of the water-lily — and he, too, is white ; but 
Hih-lah-dih will be a sister to him, a fJEuthful sister. He 
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Paleface brother ; she Kedskin sister ; so Manitoo decrees 
it." 

^' That is a good and pious remark, my daughter, and may 
God bless you for it. But now tell me, how do your people 
stand with the chief of the thunder-ship 1" 

'' Eed warriors not let squaws sit among them at council 
fire." 

"Yes, yes, I know that, girl, but Hih-lah-dih is clever: 
she knows that the wampum of friendship between her 
nation and the chief of the thunder-ship has suffered through 
the events at Fort Tabor, and she can tell me whether it has 
been knotted again." 

" Hih-lah-dih heard a voice whisper Metacom had offered 
the sachem of the thunder-canoe to smoke the calumet with 
him, and set free the silver-haired chiei^ and Lovely, and 
Lovely's father, if the sachem would summon his braves from 
the big canoe and raise the tomahawk against the white men 
on the side of the Wampanogs." 

" Ah, that is a bit of Indian cunning. But how did the 
chief of the thunder-ship receive the offer." 

"Not good;^ said harsh words to Metacom, very harsL 
The squaws in camp whisper the sachem of the thunder-canoe 
is full of wrath, and whisper, too, that it is caused because 
Lovely's father cast evil, angry words in the face of the 
sachem of the thunder-canoe." 

" Ah, he has doubtless recognised the captain, and neither 
years nor misfortune seem to have relaxed the stiff temper 
of this Puritan. But enough of this. My sister spoke of a 
great sacrifice which is to be made. When is the day 1 " 

" To-morrow." 

" So soon ?" 

" To-morrow, at sunrise, the audience hut will be opened, 
and the young braves will undergo the great trial of blood, 
in order to disperse the cloud from Manitoo's face. If the 
cloud does not pass off, then " 

« Then % " 
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"Golden-hair " 

" I understand you, girl, but my roer will have a word to 
say, even if I must lose a thousand lives. But listen, child, 
if you love Golden-hair as a brother, you must be anxious 
for him to be saved. Will you run any risk to rescue 
Thorkil ? " 

" Everything that Hih-lah-dih can. But what can a weak 
squaw do ] she has only her life." 

" Such a sacrifice is not necessary. You must only venture 
to-night a secret canoe-trip on the big salt lake. There is no 
danger ; the moon wiU shine, and the sea is quite calm." 

Before the Indian maid could reply, the voices of the girls 
could be heard from the river calling Hih-lah-dih, and 
apparently approaching. 

" What will my father say 1 !N"ot good if young squaws find 
us here." 

" Of course not, so one word quickly. According to our 
arrangement with Ih-nis-kin, the thunder-ship must be 
cruising near this point. My daughter will secretly attempt 
to find it. I need say no more. You have understood me, 
chM?" 

The voices of the approaching girls grew louder. 

"Hih-lah-dih understands what my father wishes. She 
will look for the thunder-canoe on the salt lake, and deliver 
Mato's message to Ih-nis-kin." 

The girl waved a hasty farewell to the trapper, and hurried 
through the tangled trees toward the river. The old man 
looked after her until her graceful form disappeared in the 
gloom, and then turned off into the bush. 

It will probably interest some of our readers to learn some- 
thing about the religious notions and customs of the Indians ; 
and, as it is almost necessary for a due comprehension of the 
scene to be described, we will mention the most important 
facts here. 

llie Indian religion is most vacillating and unsettled, and 
their leligious ideas are unconnected and almost childish* 

Q 
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Many of them regard the world as a great body, whose limbs 
are subject to birth, growth, duration, and dissolution; others 
revere the earth as the common mother of all existing things. 
The good and evil principles have also assumed a personal 
shape witli them, and what Jehovah and Satan are to 
( 'liristians, Manitoo and Ochkih-Heddeh are to the Indians. 
They have, too, a tradition of the great deluge ; but most 
curious is the following myth, from which it might be con- 
cluded that the natives of North America possessed an 
obscure and confused knowledge of the appearance and death 
of the Redeemer. 

Very, very long ago, Ochkih-Heddeh came in the company 
of Numank-Machana, that is, the First Man from the West, 
into the village of the Mandans, and seated himself by the 
side of a squaw who was husking maize. The latter was 
joined by her daugliter, who was very beautiful. The evil 
spirit requested the maiden to fetch him water, but wished 
her first to eat a little buffalo-meat. She was merely, so he 
said, to take a piece out of his loin. She did so, ate, and 
found that it tasted like buffalo-meat. She then fetched 
water, and both drank together. Not long after, the maiden 
gave birth to a child, and, as she was pure and virtuous, 
she was regarded as great medicine, as was her child, who 
performed wonders and miracles. Among other things, he 
once gave the Mandans, when they were nearly starving, 
four buffaloes, wonderful creatures ; for when the whole tribe 
had eaten their full of the flesh, more remained than at the 
outset Numank-Machana, however, had formed the resolu- 
tion of killing the marvellous child ; and, after seeking it for 
a long time in vain, ho found it at a dark spot, seized it, and 
threw it into the river, where it was drowned. So soon as 
Ochkih-Heddeh learned this, he followed the trail of Numank- 
Machana, in order to destroy him. After a long search he 
found him ; but the First Man had the great medicine calumet 
in his hand, whose magic protected him against every enemy. 
Hence Ochkih-Heddeh thought it advisable to be reconciled 
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with him ; after which both smoked the great pipe in a 
friendly way. 

The Indians are extremely tolerant to persons of different 
belief. Their priests are called powows, or medicine men, 
and combine the qualities of physician, soothsayer, and 
magician. They are highly respected by the common men, 
but are often used by those who do not share the superstition 
of the vulgar, as instruments for attaining certain ends. 

As it seems, Metacom had thQught it advisable to re-arouse 
the sunken courage of his decimated tribe by a religious 
spectacle, and probably he also intended it to serve for the 
satisfaction of a private hatred. 

At sunrise everybody was stirring in the camp of the 
Wampanogs, which was situated, as we mentioned, at the 
extreme point of Montaup Promontory. 

A few paces from the sea-shore rose a row of turf cabins 
and buffalo-hide tents, which occupied the whole breadth of 
the promontory. In the centre of this line of wigwams, 
but apart from them, stood what was called the medicine 
lodge, on the north side of which was a rather large open 
space, which was closed in by a thick belt of forest, but 
open to the west. Its eastern side was intended to be 
occupied by the spectators of the solemn rites which were 
to be performed on this day. 

In a right line between the medicine lodge and the forest, 
and only a few paces from the verge of the latter, rose the re- 
markable rock in whose caves the prisoners were retained. It 
had exactly the form of a truncated pyramid. About half 
way up its northern side was a yawning crevice, in which 
various trees grew, spreading out their branches over the sur- 
face of the rock. 

The block medicine lodge was of considerable size, and had 
no opening on three of its sides : the northern one, however, 
was quite open, as the buffalo and deer hides, which on 
ordinary days covered the beams, had been removed. In the 
centre of the lodge, whose posts, walls and roof were adorned 

Q2 
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with eagle feathers, snake skins, and strips of red and blue 
cloth, bleached human, buffalo, and elk skulls were piled up 
in two peculiar groups. Between them lay a knife and several 
sticks of hard wood sharpened at both ends. From the roof 
hung down a number of ropes of red leather, and in the cor- 
ners, which represented the four elements, could be seen 
leathern water-bags, that in shape imitated a tortoise, being 
probably a symbol of the great deluge. On each of these 
skins lay a sort of drum-stick, and a tambourine-shaped rattle, 
made out of a gourd-shell covered with leather. These sticks 
and rattles were constantly beaten during the ceremony by 
four powows. Before the hut stood a huge oak post, and on 
it lay an enormous war-club cut out of soapstone. 

The ceremony was to begin at sunrise. Hence, when the 
small party, which, under Ishehkohnih's guidance, had ex- 
amined the forests and swamps before dawn, returned with the 
news that all was safe, the sachem came out in front of his 
wigwam, and by j&ring a musket gave the signal for the strange 
solemnity : for the powows had made all the necessary pre- 
parations and distributed their parts over night. 

The shot had scarce been fired when the whole tribe, 
amounting to about two hundred, with women and children, 
walked in procession slowly and silently to the open space and 
round the medicine lodge, and then drew up in a semicircle 
round the place. In the foreground sat the sachem alone. 
A few paces behind him sat Annawon and a white man, Eoar- 
ing Tom. Next came a row of subordinate sachems and dis- 
tinguished warriors. At the extreme northern end of the line 
Ishehkohnih could be noticed. Then came several rows of 
men, while the women and children sat further in the re^. 
At the south-western end of the semicircle was a group of 
youths, destined to play an important part on this day, and 
whose naked bodies were painted yellow, red, white, and black, 
with clay. 

Metacom, whose bronze features and bold forehead were 
covered with a dark shadow^ was attired in his handsomest 
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ornaments ; all the wanion appeared in their war-paint, and 
had accoutred themselTes festallj. The anly weapons Tisible 
were the tomahawks the men earned in their belts. 

A gloomy silence brooded over the entire aBEemblr, and 
the expectaiit crowd waited without moving. At length, four 
powows, in fantastic attire, emerged from the medicine lodge, 
and a fifth walked in their midst He was the first powow of 
the tribe, and, as my young readers will at once see^ a most 
strange and absurd-looking fellow for our eyes. 

The chief powow had put the skin of a grizzly bear's head 
on his own head, in such a way that his face was completely 
concealed by it To this strange helmet pendent skins of all 
sorts of large forest animals were attached, and to these again 
skins of snakes, fish, birds, frt)gB, squirrels, bats, as well as 
bears' claws, deer-hoo&, bearer-tails, and feathers of all filing 
creatures. The rattle which he shook in his kft hand oyer 
his head, was ornamented with insects, feathers^ and horns, 
the magic rod in his right hand, with scalp-locks, large and 
small lizards, shells, and tufts of herbs. The other priests 
were bedecked in a similar fa^ion, though they had not such 
an abundant supply of everything that walks, flies, crawLs, and 
swims, hanging about them. 

When the powows reached the centre of the square, the 
chief powow described with his staff various mysterious circles 
in the air, then turned to the four cardinal points in turn and 
each time invoked the name of Xumank-Machana, which his 
under priests repeated, while making a fiEsarf ul noise with their 
rattles. 

The incantation must have possessed great power for on 
the western end of the square there emerged from the bushes 
a man whose body from head to foot was covered witli a 
thick crust of white clay. Over this paint he wore a ck^dk of 
white wolf-skins and a head-dress of ravens' wings, and held 
in his hands an enormous pipe. 

This was no less a personage than Xumank-Machana, the 
first or only man* 
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The powows fetched him with reverential salntationSy and 
accompanied him across the square to the sachem, who made 
an eflFort to display the greatest veneration in his greeting. 

" Manitoo," Numank-Machana now addressed the chief, 
" has sent me to his children; me, who was alone saved from 
the great flood, as I landed in my hig canoe on the high hill 
in the west, where I now live." 

He then described this event more fully, and added: 
'' Manitoo has sent me to consecrate the medicine lodge, so 
that the great blood- trial and the sacrifice may be performed 
£ut first hand me the gifts to conciliate the big water, so that 
the flood may not return. Cleanse your path from thorns, and 
fulfil the will of Manitoo, so that the cloud may depart from 
his countenance ! " 

"What rubbish!" Eoaring Tom growled in English, and 
had a difficulty in restraining his laughter. 

A scowling glance from Metacom, however, soon dispelled 
the inopportune smile. 

Then the chief rose, took his tomahawk from his belt, and 
handed it to Numank-Machana, saying : " My father is veiy 
welcome." 

The First Man accepted the present, and passed through the 
ranks of warriors, who all offered him their hatchets. Then 
he walked with the armful of tomahawks he had collected 
into the sea, chose a deep spot, and cast the strange sacrifice 
into it. 

After the sea had received its presents, Numank-Machana 
entered the medicine lodge, which he consecrated with 
muttered phrases and strange gestures. Then he lit the great 
medicine pipe, walked out with it, blew a large puff of smoke 
toward each of the cardinal points, and handed the pipe to 
the chief powow, as a sign that he intrusted the rest of the 
ceremony to him. The First Man bowed to the sachem and 
the rest of the company, darted across the square, and disap- 
peared in the bushes whence he had come. 

The chief powow also blew great clouds of smoke to all the 
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four winds : then he raised the tube of the pipe straight in 
the air, and uttered a shrill cry. This was repeated by his 
four Levites, and they set their rattles in motion. 

The youths immediately rose who were to play the principal 
part in the Okippe — that is to say, the festival of the great 
trial of blood and courage — and walked in couples to the 
centre of the square. The powows placed themselves at their 
head, and led the procession slowly round the medicine lodge, 
the youths singing the while : — 



** Now I go, now I go to the joyous business ; 
Oh, great spirit, have mercy on me, 
In the joyous business have mercy on me ! 

** On my path grant good luck, 
And have mercy, O great spirit, 
On my joyous business ! 

** Now I go, now I go to the joyous business ; 
Oh, grant me victory and success. 
Oh, great spirit, and have mercy on me ! '* 



When the small procession reached the centre of the square 
again, the singing ceased, and the Okippe commenced. 

It formed three divisions : the buffalo-dance, the cutting, 
and the last race. 

The twelve youths arranged themselves to dance, forming a 
group round the chief powow, in parties of three, representing 
the four cardinal points. Each of the dancers received from 
the powows a thin white wand and a rattle. Once again the 
chief powow produced a smoke-offering from the medicine 
pipe, and gave the signal to commence the dance, to which 
the other powows sang the monotonous tune, which they 
accompanied, as did the dancers, with their rattles, thus 
causing a tremendous row. 

The dancers moved with those strange and far from 
pleasing boimds which are peculiar to Indian dancers, and 
imitated the motions and roaring of the buffaloes, while 
rivalling each other in wild gestures and yells. Thus the 
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dance went on for a long time, till a new apparition arose at 
the spot where the First Man disappeared. 

This was a man whose naked Ix^y was painted as black as 
that of a Moor with a mixture of pounded charcoal and 
bear's fat Bound his arms, loins, and legs ran a white ring 
of about an inch in diameter, and on his mouth he carried a 
fearful bear's jowl. He was his satanic maj^ty in person. 

At the sight of this awful figure the squaws and children 
raised a loud cry of terror, and shrieked, " Ochkih-Heddeh ! 
Ochkih-Heddeh ! " 

The evil spirit leapt from the thicket with a terrible 
bound, ran with an awful yell toward the dance, while 
trailing along the ground a ball fastened to a long black stick, 
and made gestures to break through the circle by menacingly 
shaking his stafi^ 

At this moment the chief powow, in order to avert the 
danger, stepped out of the circle, walked gravely and with a 
firm look toward Ochkih-Heddeh, and held the medicine 
calumet under his nose with both hands. 

In vain did the evil spirit wave his staff ; in vain did he 
gnash his teeth and roar terribly ; the sacred pipe was more 
powerful than he. He writhed and bent under its magical 
influence, tripped timidly here and there, the powow follow- 
ing close at his heels, and at length crept toward the bushes 
with hanging head. 

When he had disappeared, the whole assembly burst into a 
loud shout of joy, the buffalo-dance ceased, and the second 
act of the Okippe commenced. 

The youths arranged themselves in couples behind each 
other, and walked under the guidance of the chief powow 
and his Levites toward the medicine lodge, singing once 
more : — 

** Now I go, now I go to the joyous business. 
Oh, great spirit, have mercy on me, 
In the joyous business have mercy on me ! " 

The chief powow posted himself in the centre of the hut 
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between the two pyramids of human and animal bones, and 
smoked fiercely. His Levites stood by the four water-bags, 
and seized the drumsticks. Two more powows emerged from 
the rear of the lodge, one of them raising the knife from the 
ground, the other the sharpened sticks. Behind them the 
youths stood silently in a row. 

The chief powow raised the medicine pipe above his head, 
and at this signal the musicians commenced their deafening 
noise, with voices, drumsticks, and rattles, and the youths 
advanced in turn to undergo the fearful trial of courage and 
blood. 

We should hesitate to depict this awfiil torture, were it 
not faithfully recorded by eye-witnesses of the truth, and 
hence will interest our young readers, and give them an idea 
of the staunchness of Indian youths. It was of the following 
nature : — 

The youth to be tortured placed himself before the powow, 
who held the knife in his hand. The latter raised on each 
shoulder and on each side of the breast a piece of flesh 
between his thumb and forefinger, took the kmfe which had 
been purposely blunted, and thrust it under the upraised 
flesh. Then the other powow stepped forward and thrust a 
sharpened stick through each of the wounds. The ends of 
the leathern straps hanging from the roof were attached to 
these sticks, and the martyr was drawn up so that he hung 
freely in the air. Similar incisions were then made in the 
victim's arms and legs, and sticks thrust through them, on 
which bows, quivers, tomahawks, or buffialo-skulls were 
suspended. Then the martyr, whose body dripped with the 
blood pouring from his wounds, was pulled so high up the 
leathern straps that the articles hanging on him did not 
touch the ground, but were about six feet above it In this 
posture the victim offered a fearful spectacle, and his head 
either drooped behind or on his chest, according as the victim 
was suspended by the chest or shoulders. 

As soon as all the twelve youths were soaring in the air, 
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the two powows took long wands, and with their aid set the 
bodies of the wretched lads in a rotatory movement, which 
continually grew more rapid, and awfuUy increased the agony. 

The endurance with which this awful martyrdom was 
endured borders on the incredible. Not one of the youths 
contracted a feature when the blunt knife lacerated his flesh, 
and several during the operation had a smile on their lips 
which seemed to say, " Look, I endure before Manitoo like 
a man who is worthy of following the war-path." 

Even while the martyrs were hanging in the air their 
courage withstood the fearful trial ; and it was most touching 
to hear them, though half fainting from pain, now and then 
raise their broken voices above the din of the barbarous music 
and sing : — 

** I go, I go to the joyous business. 
Oh, grant me victory and success, 
Oh, great spirit, and have mercy on me ! " 

The rotatory motion was continued till the victims hung 
apparently lifeless, which the powows called *' quite dead" 
Then they were slowly let down to the floor of the hut, where 
they lay like corpses, were freed from the straps, and the sticks 
drawn out of their breast and shoulders. 

So soon as they regained sufficient strength to be able 
to move, which was generally the case at the expiration of 
ten minutes, they crawled on hands and feet, with the whole 
weight hanging on their body, to the side wall of the lodge, 
where they were permitted to rest awhile till the third act of 
the fearful trial began. 

In the meanwhile the chief powow filled the medicine-pipe 
afresh, lit it, and offered up a long prayer to the good spirit, 
thanking him for the happy result of the Okippe up to the 
present, and imploring his aid in its completion. 

After this the musicians sang a song, in which they praised 
the power and efficacy of the medicine-pipe, which had ex- 
pelled the evil spirit from the camp, and would surely protect 
the young men in their impending trial. 




Golden-hair. 235 

After this the chief powow posted himself in the centre of 
the square, and with his pipe-tube summoned about twenty of 
the younger warriors who were to take part in the " last race." 

The tortured youths seemed hardly able to endure this 
fearful fatigue. They tottered out of the lodge, dragging the 
weight attached to their wounded bodies after them. And 
yet the poor youths mastered the immense pain, and again 
sang, though in a very weak voice : — 

** Now I go, now I go to the joyous business. 
Oh, great spirit, have mercy on me, 
In the joyous business have mercy on me ! 

Each of them was taken in charge by two braves, who took 
him between them and wound a broad strip of leather round 
his wrists. 

The chief powow raised the medicine-pipe, and cried, in 
a shrill voice, the word " Ehkenahkanahpick ! " 

Immediately the braves began running at their topmost 
speed, while (kagging the bound youths cJter them, until the 
latter fell from weakness. But even then they were not let 
loose, for they were dragged round by the straps tied to their 
wrists, until all the articles hanging on their bodies were 
dragged off, in which operation large strips of flesh were torn 
from them. 

For every civilized person this must have been an awful and 
revolting spectacle ; but to Indian eyes the sanguinary scene 
was most agreeable, and the assembly expressed their satis- 
faction by murmurs when all those subjected to the Okippe 
endured the various trials without uttering a complaint or 
giving a sign of unmanly weakness. At length the martyred 
youths all rose from the blood-stained grass on which they 
had sunk after the last race, and proceeded, with a firm step 
and a mien which revealed unconquerable pride, to the 
wigwams on the shores, where their wounds would be tended 
by mothers and sisters. A far-echoing, never-ending shout 
of delight from the assembly accompanied them. 
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CHAPTEK XIV. 



THE STAKE OF TORTURE. 
KixG Philip's position — fkesh appeaeancb of the evil spirit— 

MANITOO DEMANDS A VICTIM — THORKIL's DEATH-CHANT — ^A NOBLE 
sacrifice— THE PROPOSITION— ROARING TOM — A SHOT A LA TELL- 
IN THE CAVE— THE WAMPANOGS AT THE WAR-POST— DEFENCE OP 
THE ROCK — ^ANNAWON IS SENT TO THE HAPPY HUNTING GKOITNDS. 

After the assembly had testified their satisfaction with the 
result of the Okippe in this way, they fell back into their 
previous solemn and silent conduct. 

With the departure of the martyrs from the scene the 
music also ceased ; and when a profound silence had set in, 
the chief powow offered another thanksgiving to the good 
spirit, then crossed the square and went up to Metacom, who 
sat like a statue. Any one who had attentively observed the 
chief, would have noticed that a desperate savageness was 
devouring his heart, and that the hand of misfortune lay 
heavily on his head. 

King Philip's condition was really desperate. The news of 
the defeat of the ^aragansetts, and of the death of their 
sachem, his confederate, had given him the melancholy con- 
viction that his comprehensive plan, pursued for so many 
years, of annihilating the white intruders, was a failure, and 
that, for the present at least, nothing remained for him but 
to attend to lie salvation of the relics of his own tribe. It is 
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true that lie entertained some hope of renewing the contest, 
if De Lussan's crew would join him ; and, in order to gain 
time for this, he despatched his prisoner Standish with terms 
of peace to the colonists. But, although the filibuster was 
not very particular as to the means for attaining his end, his 
sense of chivalry had been too greatly outraged by the Indian 
mode of warfare for him to lend a willing ear to the propo- 
sitions of the sachem; the more so as he was embittered by 
the wrong personally done him. Still it had not escaped 
Metacom's sharp eye that the filibuster stood to Lovely and 
her relatives on terms which might easily induce him to 
accept the chief's terms as the price of their liberation. 
Hence he treated not only De Lussan, but the two colonels 
and Lovely — though he kept them carefully guarded — with 
indulgence, and had not assented to Morton's request of 
having the two Englishmen surrendered to him. When he 
had escaped from the immediate dilemma by the aid of the 
filibuster and the acceptance of the conditions of peace pre- 
sented by Standish, he immediately intended to make the 
attempt of gaining over for his patriotic plans the thousands 
of Indians who dwelt on the boundless wildernesses towards 
the south. 

As regards Thorkil, the sachem had resolved on his death ; 
for the young hunter, immediately on entering the camp, had 
accused hiTn of being his father's assassin. Metacom had 
really committed the crime simply in order to acquire the 
treasure, of which Pe-toh-pi-kiss, whom he had sent as a spy 
into Eaton's house, had informed him. Even at that time 
King Philip pursued his great scheme with all the resources 
at his command, and had learned from the white men that 
anything can be effected with money. As the instrument for 
Golden-hair's intended murder, he had chosen Hearing Tom, 
who, through a feeling of revenge, was quite willing. 

The chief powow stopped before the sachem, and, in ac- 
cordance with the Indian fashion, waited till he was ordered 
to speak. 
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" Metacom's ears are open," the chief said, after a pause ; 
" what has my father to say to me ? " 

^'Mahtotohpah," the chief powow replied, "has carried 
out the customs of the Okippe, as the traditions of the children 
of Manitoo prescrihed." 

" And has Manitoo become gracious to his people ? " 
" The sachem has seen how Ochkih-Heddeh attempted to 
disturb the sacred customs. He has seen how the evil spirit 
was put to flight by the miraculous power of the medicine- 
pipe wjiich Numank-Machana gave to Mahtotohpah. He has 
seen how my young men, in defiance of Ochkih-Heddeh, 
danced the Bellohnehpick, how they submitted themselves to 
the Pohkong, and endured the Ehkenahkanahpick. My young 
men are now very brave, true scions of the Wampanog race. 
Manitoo has been gracious to them. The sachem may rejoice. 
When the great star rises to-morrow, twelve braves more will 
be ready to bury the tomahawk in the war-post at his signal" 
" It is good," Metacom answered, as he made a reverential 
gesture with his hand. 

The whole assembly listened to this conversation with 
breathless attention. 

After awhile Metacom spoke again, and said to the medi- 
cine man : — 

" My father knows that Manitoo had hidden his face 
behind clouds, so that it did not shine on his children. Grief 
entered our hearts, and our feet were captured on the dark 
path. Sorrow bowed our heads to the ground as the winter 
snow does the branches of the fir-tree. We mourned silently, 
like the elk struck by an arrow, or roared for pain, like the 
buffalo hunted by wolves and torn by their teeth. My father 
Mahtotohpah is a great powow. He whispered in Metacom's 
ear that Manitoo demanded an Okippe to remove his wrath, 
and Metacom did not hesitate to fulfil the will of the great 
spirit. The Okippe has taken place : it was bravely endured. 
My young men showed that they have inherited the muscles 
and courage of their fathers. The tribe of the Wampanogs 



Goiden-hair. 239 

still puts forth powerful branches. But my father must help 
me to understand the meaning of Manitoo. Mahtotohpah 
is a great powow ; his glance pierces through the clouds 
that obscure Metacom's glance. My father will tell me, is 
the wrath of Manitoo pacified % is the cloud removed from 
his countenance? is his hand again raised to bless my 
people ? " 

The powow looked up to heaven as if seeking to read an 
answer to the sachem's question there. In a few minutes he 
added : — 

" I see Manitoo raise his hand in order to remove the cloud 
firom his face." 

" And what more does my father see ?" 

" Mahtotohpah sees that Ochkih-Heddeh is meditating new 
tricks against the children of Manitoo, but the power of the 
medicine-pipe k^eps him back." 

" Ugh !" said Annawon, and stretched out his arm toward 
the bushes on the western side of the square. 

Metacom looked in the same direction also. Then the 
sachem touched the powow*s magic wand with his forefinger 
and said : — 

" My father is a great medicine man, his medicine is strong, 
but the power of the evil speech is not yet broken. My 
father will turn round and open his eyes." 

The powow obeved this intimation and cried, in surprise, 
« Ochkih-Heddeh !" 

" Ochkih-Heddeh !" the squaws again shrieked in terror. 

The terrible form of the evil spirit had again emerged 
£rom the coppice ; he now rushed forward, ran toward the 
medicine lodge, dai'ted round it thrice with mad bounds, 
uttered a hideous yell, and menacingly shook his black staff 
with the red ball at the assembly. 

" The cloud is still lying over Manitoo's countenance," said 
Metacom ; " his anger is not yet pacified. The medicine of 
the medicine-calumet is great, but Ochkih-Heddeh laughs 
at it" 
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The powow at once strove to contradict tliis opinion. He 
seized the pipe again in both haads, held it erect before- him, 
and walked toward the roaring representative of the evil 
spirit. 

The old scene was now repeated. Ochkih-Heddeh was 
unable to withstand the charm of the medicine-pipe, but 
expressed, by contortions of his limbs, his dissati^Qsustion, 
retired, followed by Mahtotohpah, and finally disappeared 
in the bushes, gnashing his teeth hideously, and announcing, 
by a menacing howl, that he was only defeated, but not 
vanquished. 

Mahtotohpah walked thoughtfully into the medicine lodge, 
and signalled up his colleagues in order to smoke a pipe of 
council with them. During the half hour that the muttered 
conference lasted, the assembly waited patiently for its result 
At length the chief powow came out of the hut again and 
placed himself silently in front of the chiei^ who, after a short 
pause, addressed him as follows : — 

" What does my father now see 1" 

" Mahtotohpah," was the answer ; " sees Ochkih-Heddeh 
watching in the distance, ready to bring fresh evil on the 
people of the Wampanogs. Mahtotohpah was deceived when 
he said that Manitoo was about to remove the cloud from his 
countenance. The wrath of the great spirit is not yet fully 
appeased. He wishes to see a great sacrifice ere he deprives 
Ochkih-Heddeh of the power of injuring." 

" Has my father discovered what sort of sacrifice Manitoo 
demands?" 

"Mahtotohpah did so, and summoned his brothers, the 
powows, to his aid." 

" What sacrifice does Manitoo wish then ?" 

" The death of Golden-hair." 

Without altering a feature, Metacom turned to the chief 
sitting behind him, and said : — 

" My brothers have heard the will of Manitoo. What shall 
be done]" 
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" The young Paleface must die," Annawon remarked im- 
pressively. 

" He must die ! " a dozen warriors joined in. " Grolden- 
hair die 1" the whole assembly murmured. 

** Aha !" Tom Morton growled in his beard ; **my turn 
has arrived to play a part in this farce." 

" Indeed !" the sachem turned to him with the question: 
" Is my white brother ready to do his work ?" 

" Quite, chie^" Tom answered ; " but now let the business 
move ahead ; the tricks of your hocus-pocus doers have lasted 
long enough, I think." 

" But is my brother^s heart strong enough for the work 1" 

" You needn't ask. I told you I would do it, and I stick 
to that. The yoimg scoundrel was present when that old 
Dutch dog blew up Merry-mount and killed my good comrade 
Xellond. If I lost the treat of seeing bim at the torture- 
post of the Nipmucks, I will at least acquit my debt on his 
boy. So go on, I say." 

After this short conversation, the sachem turned again to 
the powow and said : — 

" My father heard that my braves are ready to perform the 
will of Manitoo. My father can do his duty." 

" Good ! " the powow observed ; " and which of the sachem's 
warriors shall wield the club of sacrifice 1" 

" None of my warriors, but this Paleface. The Paleface 
will come with me." 

The sachem made Morton a sign, and the latter rose to 
follow the powow, who led him to the oak-stump in the 
north-eastern angle of the medicine lodge. Here the powow" 
stopped, blew three puffs of smoke from the pipe of medicine 
over the club lying in the stump, in order to consecrate it^ 
and then delivered it to Morton with these words : — 

" The young Paleface wiQ lay his head on the oak-stump. 
When Mahtotohpah raises the medicine-pipe, my brother 
will brandish the club and " 

'^ All rights all right, master Jackpadding;" Eoaring Tom 
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impatieiitly intermpted the priest ; ^' bring the lad heie, and 
leave the rest to me ; I will settle him properly ; hang me if 
I don'f* 

The powow walked into the medicine lodge, and, after a 
slight pause, came out again at the head of a small procession, 
which halted at the oak-stump. 

In fix)nt walked Mahtotohpah with two of his assistants \ 
then followed two powerful warriors, who led Grolden-hair 
between them, and two powows closed the procession. Mah- 
totohpah swnng his magic staff in one hand, the medicine- 
pipe in the other, and mattered incantations and prayers, whose 
concluding line was repeated by his brethren and accompanied 
by the sound of their rattles. 

All eyes were fixed on the prisoner; so that the appearance 
of Hih-lah-dih, who came ftom the wigwam and mixed with 
the other squaws, and the disappearance of Ishehkohnih be- 
hind the rock were quite unnotic^ 

Thorkil was pale, and appeared greatly exhausted. The 
fearful scene of martyrdom which he had been compelled to 
witness fix)m the medicine lodge had filled him with despe- 
ration, for his strength, if not broken, was still bowed 
by recent misfortunes. He knew that he was devoted to 
death. But when the powow announced the inevitable to 
him, manly pride was aroused in him, and incited him not 
to allow his assassins the triumph of being able to say that 
a Paleface could not die with dignity. Hence ho regained all 
his calmness, though the thought was bitter to him of not 
being able to die as a free man with arms in his hand, but be 
dragged as a defenceless prisoner to the shambles. 

When he stepped out of the lodge with his arms bound on 
his back, and a glance at his escort convinced him of the 
hopelessness of resistance, he bit his lips in order to suppress 
the sigh that forced itself from his bosom. 

He now stood in front of the stump, and saw the club which 
would dash out his brains in the hand of Eoaring Tom, who 
awaited him with a malicious grin. He turned his back on 
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the wretch, and, at the priest's bidding, prepared to lay his 
head on the block, while imploring God to be merciful to his 
souL 

A breathless silence prevailed around, and more than one 
of those present looked with compassion on the young man 
with whom they had been on such amicable terms in hunting 
excursions and at the council-fire. 

Metacom sat with his head drooping on his chest, as if the 
affair did not affect him in the slightest degree, and as if his 
thoughts were far away. The powow stationed himself by 
Morton's side, and took the medicine-pipe in both hands for 
the purpose of raising it 

At this moment a female form glided with the speed of 
lightning from the ranks of the Indians, and hurried up to 
the oak-stump. Golden-hair was just preparing to receive the 
death-stroke when he felt two arms clmging round his neck. 
He looked round, and perceived Hih-lah-dih, who whispered 
to him: — 

" My Pale-face brother not go alone to the happy hunting 
grounda If Golden-hair dies, his redskin sister will die with 
him." 

And she pressed between him and Morton, threw her left 
arm tightly round the youth's neck, and stretched out the 
other towaoxl the butcher, as if she wished to receive the blow 
of the club. 

" My good child, you strive in vain," Thorkil said to her; 
while the powow uttered a cry of surprise, which the whole 
assembly repeated. 

The noise aroused the sachem from his brooding. He rose ; 
and when his eye feU on the group near the oak-stump, it 
flashed with wild passion, and a frightful outbreak of fory 
drove the blood into his face. He overcame it, however, 
with the self-command of a great chiei^ ordered the assembly, 
by a wave of Ids hand, to remain quiet, and then walked 
slowly up to the group. 

Hih-lah-dih awaited her brother's arrival with firm courage, 
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and without loosing Golden-hair. The chief stopped before 
her, and said quietly : — 

" What has the young squaw to do here ?" 

The maiden drew herself to her fall height, looked the 
sachem boldly in the face, and replied : — 

'^ Hih-lah-dih has come to save her Paleface brother, or to 
die with him." 

" Oh," Metacom observed, with a bitter laugh, " Mahtotoh- 
pah spoke wisely when he said Ochkih-Heddeh was prowling 
round the camp of the Wampanogs in order to cause fresh 
injury. He has filled the heart of my sister with folly, so 
that, forgetting all shame and modesty, she throws herself on 
the neck of the enemy of her people, and renders the sachem, 
her brother, a laughing-stock for the squaws." 

" No," the Pure Spring replied; "no, not Ochkih-Heddeh 
has instigated me to do what I did : Manitoo urged me to it, 
so that the blood of my Paleface brother might not fall on 
the head of the sachem. Metacom knows," she continued, 
in a gentler voice, " that Hih-lah-dih has ever been a good 
sister to him. His wigwam is desolate ; will he also dbrive 
Hih-lah-dih from it % Hih-lah-dih will not survive her Pale- 
face brother; she will die." 

" My sister can ask the young Paleface whether it becomes 
the dignity of a man who has already walked on the war- 
path, to owe his life to a squaw." 

" Sachem," Thorkil remarked, " I should speak falsely if I 
answered in the negative. Life is certainly preferable to 
being the victim to your scandalous heathen customs, and it 
can never disgrace me to owe my life to your sister, who has 
ftver acted toward me as only a sister can act. But do not 
oelieve, sachem, that, as the price of my life, I shall ever forget 
you were the murderer of my father, whose death the most 
sacred duty commands me to avenge. I cannot and will not 
feign or lie, and if you do not have me cowardly slain by that 
drunkard, my hand will rise against you so soon as it can 
clutch the hnt of a weapon again." 
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The sachem was thoughtfully silent^ and a pause of the 
most terrible expectation ensued. 

Metacom, like all Indians, had a heart as hard as marble, 
but still a feeling of charity at times forced its way into it. 
Since the loss of his young son, whose death had rendered 
him half mad, he loved, before all human beings, his sister 
most ; indeed, had loved her more than his wife, the Bending 
Willow. How highly he esteemed Hih-lah-dih was proved 
by the fact that, after the successM surprise of Swansea, he 
regarded Lovely as his sister's prol^geey because the white girl 
wore her coral necklace, and that he was thus induced to 
withdraw the heads of the prisoners from the scalping-knives 
of his warriors. Since he had lost wife and chM, he felt to 
a still higher degree the necessity of retaining his sister, who 
had been the kind companion of his earlier years, and whose 
cheerful playfulness had frequently dispelled the gloomy 
shadows from his brow. 

" Golden-hair has spoken like a man," the chief at length 
said, with calm dignity, and in English. ** Metacom respects 
the brave, even when their skin is a Paleface skin. Let my 
brother listen, and weigh his answer carefully. If Metacom 
loosens his bonds and sets him at liberty, will Golden-hair 
then cease to raise the tomahawk in future against my people, 
and will he at once lead Hih-lah-dih to his wigwam as his 
squaw I" 

" No, no,*' the Pure Spring exclaimed, with a vivid blush ; 
'^ the sachem must not speak so. Hih-lah-dih will, and can, 
only be a sister to Golden-hair." 

" Sachem," Thorkil said, " I esteem your sister too highly 
as to wish to save my life by deceiving her. l^ature and my 
religion prevent such a union : hence I must reject your 
proposal. Do with me now what you please." 

'•It is well," Metacom replied, with icy coldness; "the 
courage of Golden-hair is great — ^very great Come," he con- 
tinued, seizing Hih-lah-d&'s hand; "my sister has nothing 
more to do here." 
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But the maiden, instead of following him, cast herself 
down before him, clung to his knees, and in the most 
touching accents implored the youth's life. When Metacom, 
however, would not be moved, she sprang up and clung to 
Thorkil, as if no power on earth should separate them again. 
"Put an end to it," Morton growled; "the afiSeur is 
beginning to grow tedious." 

In a second the sachem had torn his noble sister from the 
youth. She uttered a heart-rending shriek as Metacom 
raised her on his arms and hurried with her toward the 
wigwams, after giving the powow and Morton a look which 
they could easily understand. 

Hearing Tom dragged the youth to the oak-stump, and 
pressed him down on it with brutal force. The powow 
raised the medicine-pipe. Morton swung the club. 

At this moment a shot was fired from behind the rock. 
Roaring Tom, hit in the back, leaped up with a fearful yell, 
and then fell to the ground writhing in his death-agony. 

With the leap of a lioness hastening to help her cubs 
attacked by the hunters, Groot Willem instantly reached the 
square, swung his son, ere the latter knew what was taking 
place, on his Herculean shoulders, and disappeared behind 
the rock, uttering a shout of triumph. 

It was the work of a moment. As if struck by lightning, 
the warriors gazed at the strange scene, but then leapt up 
simultaneously and hurried after the old trapper. 

The surprise of the Wampanogs at Groot Willem's sudden 
appearance at once gave way to anger; and they would 
certainly have torn from the Grizzly Bear the prey he had 
gained by unheard-of audacity, had not during the pursuit a 
shrill cry from the sachem ordered them to return. 

The crack of Willem's roer summoned Metacom from the 
wigwam in which he deposited his sister, and with one glance 
he detected the gigantic form of the old trapper disappearing 
behind the rock as he bore Thorkil away. Hence he required 
no further explanation as to Eoaring Tom's death. 
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Although, the chief was intimately acquainted with Mato, 
at the first moment he was unable to believe that he had 
ventured such a daring enterprise alone ; but feared that the 
trapper had reached the camp unnoticed with a scouting 
party of white men while the attention of the whole tribe 
was directed to the Okippe. 

This view, coupled with a well-founded alarm for the 
safety of his men, the fury he felt because the young hunter 
had escaped from his hands, and, lastly, the amazement at Mato 
having escaped the torture-post of the Nipmucks — all this 
passed with the speed of lightning through the sachem's 
head ; and though, in addition, the scene with Hih-lah-dih had 
profoundly affected him, with wondrous self-command he 
remembered his duties as supreme chief of his tribe. 

The Indian is naturally cautious, and only runs wildly into 
danger when engrossed by the most extreme passion. At 
other times he likes to caJculate every step, and commence 
no journey without thinking of his retreat 

The sachem at once formed his plan. A cry from him, and 
the warriors turned back. A second cry cleared the square 
of men, women, and children as if by enchantment. 

At tiie expiration of a few minutes it might have been 
believed that not only the square, but the camp as well, was 
utterly deserted, so stiQ and dead it lay on the sea-coast. A 
swarm of croaking buzzards already circled round the corpse 
stretched out near the oak-stump. 

The sun rose higher and higher, and the weather became 
overcast. A violent breeze blew across Montaup Promontory, 
and lashed the water into high waves. 

My young readers will now kindly follow me to the caves 
in the rock, to which frequent reference has been made. 
They were reached by a natural cleft half-way up the rock, 
which was partially overgrown with ivy and other creepers, 
and in which firs and walnut-trees sprang up here and there. 

In accordance with his agreement with Groot Willem, 
Ishehkohnih at the decisive moment leant a clumBily-fashioned 
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ladder against the rock, and in this way the old trapper and 
the youth torn from the jaws of death reached tiie cave, 
which afforded them the protection of a fortress ; for Willem 
did not lose a moment in drawing the ladder up, so that 
immediate pursuit^ even had it been attempted, would have 
been impossible. A few hours later the old trapper was 
standing near the entrance, leaning on his faithful roer, and 
by his side stood the filibuster with his right hand gently 
resting on his sabre-hilt. 

Further back in the cave was seated the elder of the 
colonels, whom we have not seen since the sack of Swansea*. 
By his side was his son-in-law, who from time to time cast 
dark looks from under his bushy brows at De Lussan \ who 
was not in the slightest degree intimidated by them, however. 

The two colonels were armed with muskets and swords, 
which Ishehkohnih secretly contrived to get into the cave : a 
gun leaning against the wall probably belonged to Thoikil, 
who had climbed up into the boughs of a walnut-tree in 
order to act as a vedette. 

On the other side of the confined space sat Lovely, with 
her eyes fixed on the four men with depression and sorrow ; 
for shortly before, as had been frequently the case since their 
captivity, explanations had taken place between her father 
and the filibuster, which the former demanded with savage 
bitterness, and the latter gave with haughty frankness, and in 
which the calm and dignified interference of the elder colonel 
had been required, at least to keep the interview, which had 
led to no satisfactory result, within the bounds of moderation. 

The old trapper had been delicate enough to refrain hitherto 
from taking any part in the conversation. But when he saw 
that the painfiil irritation which followed the explanations 
was about to continue, he ventured to remark : — 

" No one has, most assuredly, ever been able to say of Groot 
Willem that he interferes, unbidden, in other persons' affairs, 
but at present I suspect there would be no harm in hini saying 
a word or two." 
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The three men looked at him anxiously, which he regarded 
as an invitation to continue. 

^' The redskins, at least the better among them, did not hesi- 
tate to cease hostilities with each other when the object was 
to raise the war-yell against the colonists. I fancy, however, 
that a good example is worthy of imitation, no matter by 
whom it may be given. Our enemies are many, we are few : 
if we do not hold together, we are lost" 

" You believe, then, that the heathen will attack us ] " the 
elder colonel asked. 

" That they will ; and I must be a bad judge of the Indian 
character if we do not soon hear their war-cry. It is true that 
Ishehkohnih has supplied us sufficiently with cu*ms and am- 
munition, and in this rock we have a natural fortress, which 
we can excellently defend. But, in order to hold it against the 
attacks of crafty foes, we need our united strength." 

^* It is better to perish than to seek safety by an alliance with 
the godless," the younger colonel muttered. 

His father-in-law gave him a reproving glance, and said im- 
pressively : — 

'^ If the Almighty in His goodness supplies us with the 
means to defend ourselves against the red heathen, we must not 
ungrateftdly reject His mercy, were it only for the sake of this 
child. Old hunter, you are right, we must hold together, and 
at the present moment put aside our anger with that man, the 
more so as his life must be risked to save Lovely." 

" Sensibly spoken," the old trapper observed ; " we shall 
certainly require our united strength ; for, only listen, they are 
singing their war-song already. Eh ! Thorkil, can't you get 
a sight of the red fellows % " 

"No," the youth shouted down fix)m his observatory; "but 
I can hear them distinctly. They are evidently engaged 
behind that spur of trees in making preparations for an 
attack" 

** I suspect so too," said Groot Willem ; "judging firom the 
sounds thkt reach our ears, they are burying the tomahawk in 



250 Golden-hair. 

the led post, and singing their war-song to it I have watched 
it often enough to be able to distinguish it at a distance. The 
sachem knows too well that all his authority and power are at 
stake if he does not succeed in repaying the trick I played 
with his prisoner, by some bold stroke." 

The old wood-ranger was perfectly correct Metacom could 
not hide from himseB the fact that his authority had received a 
severe blow, through the unhappy turn which the war with the 
Palefaces had recently taken. He also saw clearly that a super- 
stitious nation would regard Thorkil's rescue by Mato as a sign 
of the worst augury, and believe that fortune had entirely de- 
serted him, the sachem, and that, consequently, the tribe would 
act wisely in removing from their head a man so evidently de- 
serted by Manitoo. It is true that in the native tribes of North 
America the dignity of chief is transmitted from fiEtther to son, 
or to another near relative ; but only personal value and per- 
sonal luck secure the chief possession of the authority. 
Metacom must therefore stake everything in order to get the 
prisoner into his power again, and take vengeance on all the 
Palefaces, who would indubitably side with Golden-hair. 

The sachem did not hesitate for a moment in taking his 
measures. He collected the whole tribe behind the forest-spur, 
which ran on the eastern side of the camp almost down to 
the sea-shore, and posted sentries to watch the movements of 
the Palefaces. Then the council-fire was Kghted, and the 
calumet smoked. The consultation, however, did not last 
long ; for the majority of the braves were of the sachem's 
opinion, that the insult offered the tribe by the interruption 
of the sacrifice must be straightway avenged, and hence the 
requisite resolutions were speedily formed ; after which the 
ceremony began which can never be omitted before the out- 
break of hostilities. 

By the side of the council-fire, a strong, barked post, painted 
red with blood, was driven into the ground. By the side of 
this war-post the braves, fully painted and equipped for war, 
stationed themselves one behind the other. Metacom, who 
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was their head, drew the tomahawk from his belt, struck up 
the war-song of his tiibe, approached the post, and dealt it a 
blow with his hatchet. 

Joining in the song, all the warriors followed his example, 
walking ^ou^d the post in a circle, until it was converted into 
splinters by the blows of the tomahawks. Then the song was 
broken off with a hideous yell. 

When this yell echoed through the forest to the rock, 
Willem, who was experienced in border warfare, at once ex- 
claimed : — 

" Look to your weapons, men, and do not throw away a 
shot. Seek shelter behind the projections of the rock, and be- 
hind trees, for bullets and arrows will speedily arrive. But do 
not turn your eyes for a moment from the opening of the rock 
looking on the forest Though they may howl round the 
three other sides, the attack can only take place from this 
one." 

The old trapper's prophecy was soon confirmed, for the 
shrill battle-cry of the Wampanogs was raised on all sides as 
they rushed toward the natural fortress at a signal from their 
chiej^ while directing their attention mainly to the crevice. 
Guns cracked from behind trees, bullets struck the branches 
on the rock, and a cloud of arrows hurtled over it 

The besieged, on their side, remained quite quiet ; and hence 
the assailants fancied they were almost without weapons, and 
made a resolute effort to gain the entrance to the rock. 

Thorkil, who still stood in the walnut-tree watching, and 
had had his gun handed up to him, cried to the old trapper that 
a number of foes had climbed up the red beeches and black 
pines on the skirt of the forest, while others were gathering 
under the shelter of the thicket. 

" I see them, boy ; I see them," the old man replied ; " they 
intend to use the trees as storming ladders, which certainly 
demands a power of jumping such as natives alone possess. 
Take care, friends ; tell the girl to go back at once to tiie rear 
of the cave ; We are going to have a salvo — stoop, stoop." 
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The order was most opportune ; for at the very next moment 
the assailants, with a furious roar, discharged their bows and 
guns at the rock-crevice. 

" It is of no consequence," the old trapper observed, after 
the tumult had become slighiiy stilled ; " let them expend 
their bullets and arrows on this stone, which will care very 
little about them. But the fellows watching in the trees 
must come down, for their shots might give us the stomach- 
ache. Ha ! that bullet was not badly aimed. Bravo ! 
Thorkil ; I see you, too, have stopped the fellow's fun who 
was going to fire at us from that hickory-tree. But now, 
friends, we will give them a salvo altogether; those tree- 
climbers must be cleared away. The two colonels will take 
the men on the pine and the oak ; you, Thorkil, will aim at 
the one crouching in the red beech, while I'll settle t}ie tall 
chap on the maple. All ready % — ^well, then, fire ! " 

■flie muskets went off simultaneously, and the four warriois 
selected as targets tumbled off the trees. 

A melancholy howl was heard below, which the Indians 
are wont to raise when they suffer a loss. 

Surprised by the Palefaces being so well supplied with 
fire-arms, the Wampanogs suddenly retired, as is their custom 
when they meet with any unexpected obstacle on their war- 
path, or suffer an unforeseen loss. 

The tumult entirely ceased, but the silence that followed 
it was very cheerless. 

" Foi de gentilhomme /" the buccaneer said, " they seem to 
have had enough for this bout." 

" For once, yes," Groot Willem remarked. " But you may 
be sure, captain, they will return." 

And, in fact, a fresh attack was ere long made, exactly in 
the same fashion as on the previous occasion. While a num- 
ber of marksmen covered the entrance from below, above a 
dozen Indians cKmbed with reckless determination up the 
trees nearest the crevice. 

" Ah," the old trapper exclaimed ; " Annawon is on that 
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oak. ITow, friends, we must look out. Do not expose your- 
selves, and fire coolly." 

The fire of the besieged again brought down' several Indians ; 
but, instead of a lamentation, a savage yell of defiance now 
ensued. 

The large bough of an oak stretched out within a few yards 
of the crevice. So soon as the white men had expended 
their shots, several Indians, among them being Annawon, 
ran along this branch with the activity and certainty of 
squirrels, and leapt down from its end into the fissure. 

" Thorkil," Willem screamed, " stay where you are, and 
shoot the red devils down from the oak." 

Then he plucked the knife from his belt, and threw himself 
on the intruders. The filibuster and the two colonels fol- 
lowed his example, and a fearful struggle at once began in the 
narrow space, in which swords, knives, and tomahawks wildly 
flashed. 

Lovely, who watched the awful scene from her hiding- 
place in deadly fear, saw her grandfather, stunned by an axe- 
blow in the chest, sink to the ground, her father defending 
himself with difficulty from the knife of a gigantic savage, 
and Groot Willem clasped in the arms of Annawon. For an 
instant it seemed to her as if her friends were hopelessly lost. 
But suddenly their position became more favourable. The 
filibuster had cut down the Indian who attacked him, then, 
with his fEimously-welded Damascus blade, freed her father 
from his opponent ; and directly after, with his battle-cry of 
^* Gloire b, Desdemonal" ran the savage Annawon through the 
body just as the latter had succeeded in raising his knife to 
bury it in the trapper's back The fourth Indian now fled, 
and tried to get back to the oak branch ; but, as he leaped, 
ThorHL's buUet caught him, and hurled him lifeless from the 
rock. 
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CHAPTEE XV. 



THE RESCUK 

THE PURITANS— A FOREST-PIRB — ^TEBBIBLE POSITION OF THE PRIS0NEB8 
— COMFORT IN PRAYER— HEAT AND THIRST — ^THB " GLORIA " SPEAKS 
— ^ALARM OF DESDEMONA— THE WAMPANOGS PREPARE TO RESIST— 
AN ATTACK ON THE PROMONTORY — LANDING OF THE BOATS* CBEWS— 
THE CAMP ON FIRE — ^A DESPERATE CONTEST — ^THE DEATH OF KIHO 
PHILIP. 

" Death and the duivel 1 this frolic might have ended badly, 
very badly ; but we have managed to get out of it, luckily. 
What bear-like arms that Satan of an Annawon had ! — ^they 
seemed made of iron, on my word. But I suspect they wiU 
not trouble any Paleface in future. The yelling rascals 
down there, too, will notice that the retreat from our fortress 
is not quite so easy as they believed." 

With these remarks Groot Willem broke the silence which 
had momentarily set in, probably through exhaustion, after 
the heroic combat with the redskms. 

The old colonel had risen again, and did not appear to 
have received any serious injury. The filibuster was leaning 
against the wall, and carefully wiping the blood from his 
Damascus blade. 

" It must be allowed, captain," the old trapper continued, 
after several long pants for breath, " that you have done good 
work — the best of us all. All respect for your sabre. Sir," 
he then turned to the younger colonel, " probably, in the 
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confusion, you did not notice that my friend here, tlie captain, 
saved your life." 

The captain shook his head, as if it did not become his 
pride to remind the man who hated him of a service he had 
rendered him. 

In the breast of Lovely's father deeply-rooted anger con- 
tended with a feeling, of gratitude. The latter, however, 
gained the victory, and the stiff Puritan drew a step nearer 
the filibuster, as he said to him, with cold politeness : — 

" Sir, we shall find a more suitable spot, and a better oppor- 
tunity, for settling our old quarrel I yield to the will of 
the Lord, who decreed that you should this day save my 
earthly life, which I only value for the sake of my child, from 
the hatchet of the red heathen." 

" Do not trouble yourself, sir," De Lussan answered, with 
a haughty bow ; " I believed that Providence had chosen 
my arm in order to re-arouse your paternal feelings for your 
first-bom child, for Desdemona, whom I love more than my 
life ; and I would have gladly employed this opportunity for 
entreaty to you, but I am not wont to waste words to no 
purposa" 

Lovely, who had recovered from her terror, and had herself 
hoped that De Lussan's exploit would pave the way for a 
reconciliation between him and her relatives, gave her father 
and grandfather imploring glances. The eye of the latter 
rested not without pleasure on the filibuster's well-knit form, 
but the other turned away with a frown from his daughter 
and De Lussan ; upon which the latter went off with a slight 
ehrug of the shoulders, and aided the old trapper in hurling 
the bodies of the fallen Lidians over the rock. 

When this had been done, and Golden-hair, after a slight 
rest in the cave, had returned to his post in the boughs of 
the tree, the men set to work in cleaning their guns, on 
whose sure firing so much depended. They were enabled to 
complete this task without interruption, for the Wampanogs 
appeared to have given up all thoughts of storming the refuge 
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of the white men. The forest, the square, the camp, were 
entirely deserted, and the only sound audible was the rustling 
of the wind in the trees. 

Any one unacquainted with Indian warfare would have 
allowed himself to be deceived by this tranquillity. Hence 
the old trapper was not surprised when the elder colonel 
said to him : — 

"I fancy, friend, that the heathen have given up their 
blood-thirsty design, and have retired from this place. Would 
we not act wisely, therefore, in leaving this inhospitable 
place before evening sets in and the Indians can form fresh 
hostile schemes under the cover of night ? " 

" Oh, the redskins devise schemes, or deviltries, as I call 
them, both by day and night," Willem remarked. " They 
have a natural gift for them, and study them with remarkable 
zeaL Believe me, sir, the Wampanogs have not given up 
their designs on this rock ; and, though the camp and the 
whole place seems so deserted, we are, so truly as my name 
is Willem Ellopper, surrounded by foes ; and cunning foes, 
too, who, as matters now stand, would settle with us veiy 
quickly, if we fell into their hands. We cannot quit the 
rock now — ^that is absolutely impossible — unless we wish to 
make the acquaintance of their scalping-knives in the first 
quarter of an hour. Leaving the rock is going to meet 
death. For that reason we must stick here, no matter what 
may happen, till help arrives ; and this I expect from brave 
and indefatigable Church, whom Standish has certainly met" 

" Do not forget, friend, to trust in the help of the Lord as 
well, who has hitherto so graciously protected us. I am quite 
willing to yield to your experience ; and, if you are of opinion 
that we must not quit the rock till we are reKeved, I would 
still remind you that we have neither food nor water here." 

** Speak low, sir ; speak low. I know that, unfortunately, 
only too welL But it makes people even more hungry and 
thirsty than they are, if tbey speak: of meat and drink. We 
must endure it as long as we can. But what is that % " he 
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interrupted himself as he rose, looked intently at the forest, 
and inhaled the breeze with widely-expanded nostrils. 

His survey did not appear to pacify the old wood-ranger \ 
for he walked, with a thoughtful shake of the head, up to 
the walnut-tree growing out of the fissui'e, and asked a 
whispered question of Thorkil, who was sitting in its crown. 

"I do not see anything remarkable,^' was the young 
hunter's reply* "But, stay; pillars of smoke are rising 
from various spots in the forest, which the wind is driving 
toward us." 

" Smoke ! that is a fresh trick of the red demons. They 
wish to have us, dead or live, at any price. Listen, boy ; 
just turn seawards, and look out sharply. Don't you see 
anything of a sail % " 

"No ; the sea is quite deserted." 

" All the worse ; all the worse," the old man muttered 
"Either Hih-lah-dih has been unable to get away, or else 
she has not found the ship." 

With a shake of the head he left the cave again, and 
scrutinizingly examined the forest. 

"How hot and oppressive the air has suddenly grown! 
and how dark the sky ! " the elder colonel remarked. " The 
weather appears to be changing." 

" A fine change of weather that, the duivel fetch it ! " the 
trapper answered. 

" Why, look there, friend Willem," the filibuster observed, 
as he pointed to the forest ; " what vapour is that % it smells 
quite smoky, /oi de gentilhomme ! But just see ; it is turning 
red, and rolling nearer to us." 

From the forest a crackling could be heard, which con- 
tinually grew louder. A flock of wild-geese hurriedly flew, 
with ill-omened croakmgs, over the rock and the sea. 

"Willem," Thorkil could be heard saying, "pray come 
up here." 

" I know what you have to say, boy," the old man answered, 
^* The thing is plain enough. Only listen to the roaring." 

s 
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*' Is not that the platoon fire of a company of mnaketeeis 
fighting on the other side of the forest 1" Lovely's &ther 
asked. ^ Perhaps Church is coming np with his nulitia." 

"Would it were so, sir!" the trapper said. "But that 
isn't musketry-firing ; and I will out with the truth at once. 
We have to do with a forest-fire. Ha I the smoke is rolling 
up more thickly I '^ 

*^ A forest-fire 1 " the colonel asked. " I can see no fire." 

"Tou will see it and feel it^ too^ soon enough, I guesSi 
Ko douht hut the Wampanogs have fired the forest The 
sons of Belial want to smoke us out of our fortress, in the 
same way as lynxes and wolves are smoked out of their dens. 
Do you not hear behind the smoke a cracking and hissing, 
as if a hundred thousand rattle-snakes were forcing their way 
through the bushes 1 " 

The men listened, and distinctly heard the sounds so cor« 
rectly described by the trapper. At the same time the 
masses of smoke increased with each second in size and 
density ; and brought up such a hot blasts that the besieged 
found difficulty in breathing ; and the heat oppressed their 
heads and chests like lead. 

The red flashes began to gleam in the black grey smoke, 
and constantly grew more vivid. 

" Oh Heaven, what is this 1 " Lovely asked, as she emerged 
from the cave with terrified haste. 

" My child," her grandfather answered, as he gazed at her 
with sdarm, " the Lord wishes to try our patience and con- 
stancy still further. Go in and address your thoughts to 
Him without whose will not a hair of our head fells, and in 
whose hand we are, we live and dia" 

"Listen, friend WiUem," the filibuster here said to the 
trapper, who was intently watching the progress of the 
flames ; " this forest warfare is gradually beginning to dis- 
play a very seamy side ; for, if things go on in this way, 
within an hour we shall not be able to endure it. But, as 
water is more my element than fire, I frankly confess I would 
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sooner fall down there, fighting man to man with the red 
fiends, than he roasted up here hj a slow fire ; what do you 
think, man?" 

" Well, captain, I think that we shall certainly be compelled 
to evacuate Uie fortress in the end, if the wind does not chop 
round, or some lucky accident rescue us. But we must not 
hide from ourselves that going dovni into the plain is like 
running into the jaws of death. In any case, our scalps shall 
be sold at as high a price as they will fetch. Eh, Thorkil, 
can you get a glimpse of the sea through the smoke ? " 

'^ 'So ; the smoke hides everything, and the fire is rapidly 
advancing." 

" And the wind 1 how is the wind 1 " 
" I fancy we are going to have a light breeze from seaward." 
** That is a weak comfort," the younger colonel remarked, 
gloomily, " If the God of Israel wills it that we should fall, 
let us sooner do so to His honour in battle with the perverse 
heathen than perish here, miserable victims of the devouring 
element." 

"Sir," Groot Willem answered emphatically, "did I not 
see the sole possibility of protecting and saving your helpless 
daughter, in remaining here until the clothes catch fire on us, 
it would assuredly be more to my taste to die fighting. I 
think that this reason ought also to urge you to hold out up 
here as long as you can." 

The hissing, crackling, and roaring of the fire constantly 
grew louder, the red gleams drew nearer, until a broac^ 
splendid column of fire burst through the suffocating smoke, 
and darted along the entire verge of the forest 

A triumphant yell from the Indians saluted the fearfully 
beautiful spectacle. 

" Ah, the sons of darkness have occupied the shore," the 
trapper observed, with his unalterable calmness, " They are 
well aware that we cannot get away to the north, and that our 
sole chance of escape is by the sea." 
The spreading fijre now began to assail the rock Pinea 
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firs, larches blazed up like gigantic candelabra, when the 
flames, sweeping over the dry grass and moss, assailed their 
pendent branches. At one moment the fire stoik, at another 
it blazed up again majestically, hurling a shower ef sparks 
in the air. Its crackling and roaring were awfuL A daH 
thunder accompanied the crash of the faUing trees. Heavy 
clouds of smoke incessantly rose, and the same scene of deso- 
lation was continually repeated. 

At length there yawned before the wretched prisoners a 
flaming guli^ that threatened to swallow up everything. The 
heat became unendurable and scorching. A shower of sparks 
darted into the fissure. 

"Glorious!" the captain cried, who was gazing at the 
frightfully splendid scene with an interest which almost 
caused him to forget the tortures of heat and thirst. " KeaUy 
glorious!'' 

" Carry the muskets into the cave, lest a spark may pro- 
duce injury," Groot Willem shouted, who did not witness a 
forest-fire for the first time on this day, and watched it 
curiously for the slightest sign of a favourable change in 
the peril 

"The wind has gone down," Golden-hair said, as he 
descended from the tree. 

" That is good, first-rate, boy. It may chop round a bit, 
and that will be better stilL Ah ! the old oak seems to be 
trying to catch fire too. That's awkward. It would be better 
for us to go into the cave, in order to escape the scorching heat 
and this eternal shower of sparks ; for we must hold out as 
long as our lungs do not refuse us their service." 

" Let us lift our voices to Him who commands the fire, 
and points out their path to the floods," the aged Puritan 
said, in a loud voice. 

" The eyes of the Lord are upon the righteous, and his ears 
are open imto their cry. 

" The face of the Lord is against them that do evil, to cut 
off the remembrance of them from the earth. 
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. *'The rigKteous cry, and the Lord Leareth, and delivereth 
them out of all their troubles. 

'*The Lord is nigh unto them that are of a broken heart; 
and saveth such as be of a contrite spirit. 

" Many are the afflictions of the righteous : but the Lord 
delivereth him out of them all. 

" He keepeth all his bones : not on6 of them is broken. 

*'Evil sh^l slay the wicked : and they that hate the righteous 
shall be desolate. 

"The Lord redeemeth the soul of his servants : and none 
of them that trust in him shall be desolate/' 

Although this outburst of puritanical piety was not to the 
taste of the energetic filibuster, still he observed a respectful 
silence during the prayer, and could not quite get rid of the 
impression which the words of the Psalmist, so fervently 
uttered by the noble old man, necessarily produced. But when 
the prayer was ended, and he noticed that Lovely was only 
kept from sinking by her father's supporting arm, he cried, — 
. ** I cannot endure this any longer ! We must have water ; 
Lovely is dying of heat and thirst. I was once tossed about 
on a stormy sea, in an open boat, for two whole days and 
nights without food or water ; but what was that thii-st com-r 
pared with the drought which now parches my tongue ?" 

" There must be a spring near at hand," Golden-hair re- 
marked, as he came up : " perhaps you can tell me the spot, 
Willem ? I will go down/' 

" I certainly know the spot ; but ere you reach it, your 
scalp will be hanging from the belt of a Wampanog." 

"And yet it must be tried," the young hunter answered, 
as he shook off the sparks that fell on his hunting-shirt, 

" Well, if it must be, I will do it," Willem observed. " I 
know the spot, and " 

" Listen ! " the filibuster interrupted the trapper. 

" It is only the crash of falling stems," said Groot Willem; 
*' when they fall they thunder like artillery." 

<* That may be quite correct, but they do not thunder from 
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the sea. Fd de gentilhomme^ it is growing tmendmable heie ; 
and we are just like the three men in the fiery famace, of 
whom the Jewish prophet tells ns. I dedaie that the poor 
girl mnst have water, even if we nsk onr lives a dozen times. 
Ah ! again ! — ^listen ! and again ! iNTo, that is not the crash of 
fidling trees !'' 

From the side opposite the hnming forest a doll explosion 
oonld now be heard at short intervak. The men listened to 
it with beating hearts, not heeding the shower of sparks and 
ashes that fell on them, which, however, was b^^inning to 
grow less dense, as the wind had decidedly changed. 

Agam the hollow sound from the water, and this time three 
discharges in succession. 

^The Gloria jb speaking," the filibuster shouted, trium- 
phantly, as he ran to the rear of the cave, and, with the 
activity of a sailor hurrying up the rigging of a ship, climbed 
up the walnut-tree. 

Willem and Gk)lden-hair looked at each other, A gleam 
of hope flashed in the eyes of the youth, and the old man 
said, cautiously : — 

" It might be— it might be ! Hih-lah-dih, the Mthfal 
creature, may have found the ship last night; or, perhaps, 
a favourable chance has brought it to this coast. The smoke 
of the burning forest can have attracted the attention of the 
crew, and told them that something was going on ashore ; 
and though the north wind has hitherto prevented the vessel's 
approach, the new breeze fEicilitates it. Yes, yes; it must be 
so, I guess." 

" Huzzah, my friends !" De Lussan shouted from the crown 
of the tree. " Courage, courage, the Gloria is close at hand." 

And, employing the full strength of his sturdy lungs, he 
shouted seawards his war-cry : 

" Gloria and Desdemona !" 

Then he cried to Willem : — 

" Hand me up your roer, friend. It makes a tremendous 
noise ; and perhaps I shall be able at the same time to send 
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one of tlie redskin sconndiels watching there, behind the huts, 
to his happy hunting-grounds. Oh, the villains shall pay 
bitterly for their infernal fireworks, if they wiU only hold 
their ground !** 

The shot was fired, and a yell from the camp indicated that 
the bullet had found its mark. A heavy peal rolled along the 
water. 

The Gloria had been working up for some hours against 
the land breeze. The clouds of smoke rising on the distant 
coast had imbued the crew with a vague alarm that an event 
was taking place on the promontory in which their aid might 
be desirable. Fortunately, the wind got up at this moment, 
and grew stiffer. The frigate was at once covered with all her 
canvas, the broad red line along her hull disappeared, and 
the metal guns were thrust out from the gaping ports behind 
it^ ready to belch forth death and deshiiction: the whole 
crew either stood by the guns with matches and rammers, or 
were assembled on deck, equally ready to land or board. 
From aU the masts fluttered bright red pennants, and a large 
standard of the same colour hung in heavy folds from the peak* 

While the ship's keel cut through the sea with extraordinary 
speed, the mistress of the frigate surveyed the coast through 
a telescope. By her side stood Monsieur Le Grande ready to 
receive and obediently execute her commands. 

''The breeze is driving the smoke inland, madame," the 
officer remarked ; '^ we shall socm see what the af^r sign^es. 
A forest is burning there ; so much we can distinguish already. 
But the ship is rapidly advancing, and we must be carefiil 
that we do not run aground. Ho, Monsieur Terrible, mind and 
have the lead continually heaved, and give Sieur Estevan the 
depth every moment. Call the men on to the forecastle too, 
60 that, if necessary, the anchor may be at once dropped.'' 

"Ah, now I see the fire !" Desdemona said, " What jets 
of flame ! Ah, are not those cabins or tents on the shore. 
Monsieur Le Grand ? and further back I notice a rock, or 
something of the sort Oh, what a foreboding 1 I feel as if 
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Raoul were there, and in periL Have a couple of guns fired. 
Monsieur Le Grand, in order to signal our arrival." 

The order was executed, and the shots pealed across the 
water. 

Desdemona's eyes were immovably fixed on the promontory. 

" Listen !" she suddenly cried ; " was not that the sound of 
a human voice — Im voice % and now there is a musket-shot t 
An answer to our signals ! Heaven, how slowly the ship 
moves 1" 

" It was really a shot^ madame, and seemed to come from the 
thing which, through my glass, looks like a rock. But the 
Gloria is flying toward the coast, and ^" 

A report from Don Estevan, who hastened up to the 
quarter-deck, interrupted him. 

"We must tack, madame, for the lead shows only two 
fathoms water. It is impossible to sail before the wind 
longer without running the ship ashore. Come, my men, 
down with the helm ; down with it !" 

After a short, hurried consultation between Desdemona and 
Le Grand, the latter raised his speaking-trumpet to his mouth, 
and shouted his orders over the deck. Then the boats were 
lowered, the armed crew ordered into them, each boat placed 
under an officer, and the supreme command of the expedition 
was given to Don Estevan ; to whom Le Grand said, as he 
went down the side-ropes : — 

" We have evidently been noticed from the promontory, 
and our help is demanded, for there goes another shot, which 
sounds exactly like a signal of distress. If the landing is 
opposed, sir, I will let the broadside of the Gloria speak." 

** Make haste, Don Estevan ; make haste !" Desdemona 
cried over the side. 

The young officer dropped down into the pinnace, and, at 
a signal from him, all the boats quickly left the ship. 

The movements of the frigate and her boats were sharply 
watched from the camp of the Wampanogs. They arrived so 
quickly and unexpectedly, that it was impossible to take the 
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necessary measures against this new, threatening misfortune. 
Still, after all that had occurred, Metacom could not conceal 
from himself that the warriors of the chief of the thunder- 
ship were not coming with any friendly intentions. 

The sachem at once perceived that the end was approach- 
ing : for an instant the thought of suicide occurred to him, 
and in his desperation his hand convulsively clutched the hilt 
of his knife. But his proud heart soon regained its courage, 
and urged him to remain at his post to the last. In his 
savage fury against the Palefaces he resolved to make another 
attack on the rock ; so that at least he might not perish 
unavenged. But he desisted from this, because, from the 
experience he had acquired, there was no possible chance of 
capturing the rock ere the boats reached the shore. He 
certainly saw that an immediate retreat would be the wisest 
thing, but this was prevented on the land side by the burning 
forest ; and thus the Wampanogs were in a trap, and the fire 
caused by themselves, which was calculated to destroy the 
garrison of the rock, now proved their own destruction. There 
were not sufficient canoes for a retreat by land ; and, besides, 
the well-manned boats of the Gloria would have rendered such 
a thing impossible. 

The warriors crowded into Metacom's wigwam, to gather 
round their sachem. There was no time left for a long con- 
sultation, and hence they silently obeyed the new orders of 
the chief, who said to them with cold calmness : — 

" My brothers must fight. Metacom will show them how 
a "Wampanog contends against the dogs of Palefaces, to his 
last breath." 

Before all, an attempt must be made to prevent the landing 
of the boats' crews. Metacom posted those braves who 
possessed fire-arms in such a manner that they could fire 
from a covered position at the approaching boats ; and 
ordered the rest to hold themselves in readiness for a hand- 
to-hand fight with tomahawks and knives. The reed huts and 
the leathern tents of the camp afforded a slight breastwork* 
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Let ns now return to the prisoners on the rock. 

The forest gradually burnt down, and as the old trapper 
was now certain that Uie rock could not be captured from the 
trees, he also went up into the boughs of the walnut-tree, 
whence the filibuster was watching with sparkling eyes the 
movements of the Gloria and her boats. 

" Come here, old wood-ranger, and look out at the sea,*' De 
Lussan shouted to him cheerfully. '' Foi de gentUhamme, that 
is a sight which can delight a seaman's eye. Oh, I wager 
that my wife coi\jectures in what a state we are. Look, the 
boats are advancing — ^they will soon play the music to the 
fireworks. It will be fun. I feel as if I had quite lost my 
thirst" 

Groot Willem, according to his custom, silently gazed at the 
scene at his feet, and then cautiously loaded his roer. 

** Well, what do you say to it, man 1 " the filibuster asked. 

*' I say that the Lidians who have entrenched themselves 
in their camp dovni there, will make an attempt to prevent 
the landing of the boats. Just listen, they are beginning to fire." 

" It must be allowed that King Philip has courage." 

'' He wiU fight, captain, to his last breath. I calculate that 
nothing else is left him. The feUows have got into a trap 
through their own devilment, the forest-fire. They can't 
advance, and can't retire ; they are like a trapped beaver." 

" But surely we shall not play the part of idle spectators, 
while they are fighting down there 1 Had we not better go 
down, man 1 " 

" Our time has not come yet, captain.'' 

** Not yet 1 Look, the boats are preparing to force a landing 
on both sides at once. Ha ! the Glo)i^ is swinging round and 
showing her teeth. But just look there, old man 1 May I never 
tread the deck of my ship again, if I do not see my wife's veil 
fluttering near the round-house." 

The filibuster had seen correctly. When the boats pulled 
within range, they were received by a smart musketry-fire 
from the camp, which wounded several sailors j and conse* 
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quently Don Estevan left the straight line by which he was 
advancing, and ordered the promontory to be attacked on both 
sides simultaneously. 

Monsieur Le Grand, who from the quarter-deck noticed that 
the advance of the boats met with opposition, thought the 
moment had now arrived to let the broadside of the frigate 
speak, as he had expressed himself. 

The Gloria swung round, a long line of fire ran along the 
portholes, and the iron hail of a full broadside was hurled on 
the Indian camp with a fearful noise. 

The effect was awfuL The tents and huts flew before the 
cannon-balls like chaff before the wind, and covered with 
their ruins the dead and the mortally wounded. A terrible 
moan of lamentation was raised. 

'^ Gloire and Desdemona!" the filibuster shouted delightedly 
from the summit of the rock. 

The sailors recognised the voice and battle-cry of their 
leader ; they repeated it with delight^ and effected their landing 
on both sides of the spit in triumph. 

De Lussan could no longer be restrained. A few minutes 
later he could be seen, followed by Willem and Thorkil, 
hurrying across the open space, in order to place himself at 
the head of his men, whose courage was heightened by the 
sight of him. 

And now commenced a scene of fury, desperation, and 
annihilation whose horror wais increased by the circumstance 
that one of the reed huts was set on fire by a shot^ and the 
flames spread around with greedy haste. 

The combat continued for awhile, with alternations of 
fortune, through the burning camp. The filibusters, whom 
their infuriated leader ordered to show no mercy, cut down 
with imbounded fiiry every one who crossed their path. But 
the resistance which Metacom opposed to them was equal to 
their daring. The sachem seemed to become three men ; for 
he appeared wherever the combat was hottest, and in this last 
hour of his career proved himself fully worthy of his high 
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leputation. He again and again shouted tlie war yell of his 
tribe, as if wishing at least that these sounds should expire 
honourably. 

The contest at length was concentrated round the medicine- 
lodge, which was alone spared by the flames. The remainder 
of his warriors gathered round the sachem, who here fought 
his last tight. But their number was rapidly reduced ; they 
feU on the right and left of him, and ere long he stood alone. 

With his back against the oft-mentioned oak-stump, he 
contended for his life with foaming lips and flaming eyes. 
His tomahawk dealt deadly wounds to the assailants, and a 
pile of corpses was soon heaped up in front of him. The 
boatswain was just about going to put an end to the affair, as 
he growled, by firing a pistol at the sachem, when Thorkil 
leapt forward and seized his arm, saying : — 

" This man belongs to me. The task be mine ! " 

But while he was rushing at Metacom with uplifted knife, 
Ishehkohnih stepped between him and the chief, and hurled 
his club at the latter with the piercing cry : " TTfllmili | 
revenge for a brother ! " 

This was the bitterest thing that could happen to Metacom ; 
for the thought occurred to him like lightning, that Thorkil's 
rescue by Mato, and all the misfortunes connected with it, 
had only been rendered possible by the treachery of this man, 
one of his own warriors. 

A yell of the most awful fury burst from his lips. He 
skilfully parried the club with his tomahawk, bounded 
forward, and the traitor fell to the ground with his skull 
cleft asunder. 

With the spring of a tiger, the chief threw himself on 
Golden-hair, and bore him do^vn. But the latter drew his 
assailant with him in his fall, actively sprang up, after a short 
but terrible struggle, set his foot on Metacom's chest, and 
stabbed him to the heart with the triple-edged kliife which 
had lain on the table of the Court of Providence as evidence 
of the crime. 
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CHAPTEE XVL 

HIH-LAH-DIH JOINS HER PEOPLE. 

THE BURIAL OF THE SACHEM — THE LAST OF THE WAMPANOGS DEPART 
— THE TREASURE RECOVERED — DEATH OF THE PURE SPRING — 
lovely's VROLYKHEID — GROOT WILLEM's LAST GREETING — CON- 
CLUSION. 

Evening had set in, Fearfiil occTirrences had happened on 
this spot since daybreak. Tranquillity had now followed on 
the terrible uproar and din. 

Immediately after the battle was over the sailors buried 
their fallen comrades, who were numerous, on the shore, and 
then De Lussan gave them orders to go on board again. 

*' Keep the frigate in readiness to sail," the filibuster said, 
to Senor Estevan. " Make all clear, so that the Gloria can 
get under weigh so soon as I return aboard, and inform 
Monsieur Le Grand that we are bound for the West Indian 
waters." 

The frigate made short tacks on the calm sea a little 
distance from shore. The sun was just on the point of 
disappearing in the far west. The cloudless evening sky 
was rosily mirrored in the waters of the bay, and an in- 
describable silence and peace was spread out over it. 

Two diflTerent groups might be noticed between the sea and 
the rock ; one of them, in which the stolid calmnesli of 
desperation prevailed, consisted of a handful of WampanogSi 
who had thrown away their weapons on thQ £ei11 of their 
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chief, and had been spared bj Gioot Wilka's intaeeanon. 
Thej surroanded the corpse ^ MeJamfnij whose liUdess head 
rested on the hip of Hih-kh-dihy who sat aOent and molkm- 
less. 

At the base of the rock stood the second gioi^ ecnnposed 
of the old trapper, De Lnssan, Thorkfl, the twx> colonels, 
Lovely, and Desdemona, who had come ashore immediatelj 
after the defeat of the Wampanogs. Bntshehadnotonfyfinmd 
her husband here, but also her fiither, grand&thei; and sister. 

The filibuster imd Groot WOlem were stahding a few paces 
apart from the others. Lovely held the hand ^ her newly- 
found sister as tightly as if she never meant to loose it 
again, and only turned her eyes &om the countenance of her 
beloved Desdemona in order to fix them imploringly on her 
father, who retained his usual dark expression. 

The sight of the granddaughter whom he had fencied lost 
produced, on the contrary, a powerful effect on the venerable 
colonel. Every feature reminded him of her mother, his 
daughter Ellen, who had not lived happily with her gloomy 
husband. The deepest affection and the most noble charity 
contended in the grandfather's mind with his rehgious 
principles ; and during the short period Desdemona had been 
ashore he had a hundred times yearned to stretch out his arms 
and claflp her to his breast, but each time prejudice had con- 
quered the emotion. 

After a long and painful silence, during which Groot 
Willom, leaning, as was his wont, on his roer, was scarce able 
to conceal his anger, the younger colonel at length began : — 

'* It please th the Lord, whose will be eternally praised, to 
hold tlio rod of chastisement still longer over the head of his 
servants, and to offer us, after the mercy shown us this day, a 
cup of the bitterest wormwood. His will be done, but woe 
on them tlirough whom the vexation reacheth us. I have 
endured much misfortune since the day when I was forced to 
leave the land of my fathers and wander as a fugitive in 
foreign parts; but the Lord has hitherto held back the 
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heaviest thing. I was destined to find my first-horn child 
again as the dishonoured wife of a dishonoured, outlawed 
pirate ^" 

A dark flush suffused De Lussan's forehead j he stamped 
his foot and advanced a step. But an imploring glance from 
his weeping Desdemona curhed his passion, and hence he 
replied, in a voice trembling from internal excitement : — 

" Sir, I am unable to answer you in your language, for it is 
not to my taste. But, if you are a man, leave off insulting 
one who cannot draw his sword upon the father of his wife." 

" Father," Lovely interposed, with timid reproach, " De 
Lussan saved your life at ttie peril of his own. After God, 
we all owe to him our preservation." 

Desdemona had turned pale as death when her father cast 
the heavy insult at her. Her strong heart, however, soon 
recovered, and, while wiping the tears from her lashes, she 
said gently and reverently, but firmly : — 

" Father, you are unjust to Eaoul and me. We are not 
dishonoured." 

" You not dishonoured ? You the wife of an idolatrous 
Papist 1" 

"An idolatrous Papist ?" the fihbuster retorted, not with- 
out mocking. "Well, sir, pray tell me what your fathers 
were ?" 

" My fathers, sir, recognised their error betimes, and turned 
away from the worship of Baal in order to join the community 
of Israel. The Lord regards those with satisfaction who turn 
their back on the path of error and sin." 

"Yes, so He does," the elder colonel here remarked; "it is 
written that there is more joy in heaven over one sinner that 
repenteth than over ninety-nine just men. Sir," he continued, 
turning to De Lussan, "I have striven to overcome my 
aversion for you, and observe you with an impartial eye, and 
I must confess that many a noble grain is hidden beneath the 
chaff. My granddaughter loves you ; our excellent friend 
Willem has informed me that you respect her. Tell me \ 
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have you the strengih to return to the path of virtue and 
give up your past career V 

" Sir," De Lussan answered respectfully, "at 13ie first sight 
you inspired me with veneration and confidence. A noble 
heart beats in your breast, and I perfectly understand and 
appreciate the intention conveyed in your words. But to 
give up my career — a path of liberty and glory I I came to 
this coast in order to carry out a great phui which would 
render my name a celebrated one in tiie book of history; and 
place a diadem on your granddaughter's brow. I still feel 
the strength to carry out this plan, though under another sky. 
And I should give up this career 1 Never !" 

The boldness and pride expressed in these words of the 
filibuster produced a deep impression on the noble old man. 
He saw that any persuasion was fruitless with a man of such 
a character. 

"And you, my child," he said gently to Desdemona; 
"will you share this man's lot in future? or will you, 
acknowledging the mercy of the Lord, who has so mar- 
veUously brought us together, return to us and expiate the 
past by repentance and penance V* 

" Oh thanks, grandfather ; thanks for the words !" Desde- 
mona exclaimed, as she seized the aged man's hands and 
covered them with kisses. 

He looked at her inquuingly. She was silent for awhile, 
during which De Lussan anxiously watched. Then she 
pressed her grandfather's hand fervently, also seized her 
father's resisting hand, and said : — 

" It is written that a woman shall leave father and mother 
and cling to her husband By the divine and human laws 
I am Eaoul's wife. The Church has consecrated our union— 
my heart, my oath, everything binds me to him indissolubly. 
If all the world were to turn from him, I would still love 
and honour him. I will say with Euth : * Whither thou 
goest, I will go; and where thou lodgest, I will lodge : thy 
people shall be my people, and thy God my God, The Lord 
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do so to me, and more also, if aught but death part thee and 



me. 



" You will not leave him 1" the old man asked, with deep 
emotion. 

" I cannot." 

Bright joy illumined the filibuster's countenance \ but the 
younger colonel exclaimed, as he threw his daughter's hand 
from him :— 

" Go, then, in thy sins, and may the curse which I laid on 
thee at thy mother's death-bed accompany thee ! " 

"Come, my Desdemona, come!" De Lussan cried. "Oh, 
do not grieve, for Heaven does not hear such curses." 

She buried her face in her hands, and was about to depart. 

"i^o," said the aged man, no longer able to resist the 
prompting of hig heart j " no, you shall not leave us thus, 
daughter of my Ellen. Come, and take my blessing with you." 

Deeply affected, Desdemona turned back, and bowed her 
knee before her grandfather, who laid his hands in blessing 
on her head. Then she clung to her father's feet and im- 
plored him, with heart-rending accents : — 

"Father, by the sanctified memory of my mother, remove 
the curse from me I " 

I^ature at length gained the victory over the prejudices of 
the stiffnecked Puritan. He folded his hands, as if in prayer, 
over her head, and said, with convulsing] y grieving lips ; — 

" I remove the curse, fare-thee-well ! " 

She sprang up, and covered his fSewie with kisses and tears ; 
she threw herself into her grandfather's arms, she pressed her 
sister fervently to her breast, then waved a last farewell to all, 
and laid her hand in that of her husband, who triumphantly 
hastened with her to the boat. The sailors received them 
with a hearty cheer, and the little bark fiew over the waves. 

So soon as the captain and his wife had got on board the 
frigate, all sail was set, the cannons were run out of the port- 
holes, and the majestic thunder of all the pieces rolled along 
the shore. It was the parting salute of the Gloria, 

T 
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When the powder smoke had cleared off, the ship was seen 
once more, as it glided at full speed, like a white cloud, into 
the gloom which brooded over both sea and land. 

On the following morning the sun shone on a scene of 
desolation and mourning. The huts and tents of the Wam- 
panog camp lay in ashes, and the spot where they had stood 
everywhere displayed traces of the frightful combat which had 
raged here on the previous day. The name of the Wampa- 
nogs was now nought but the reminiscence of an heroic tribe 
who had fought to the last man for the inheritance of their 
fathers. 

" Let the poor people bury their dead," Groot Willem had 
said at daybreak, as he moujnfully gazed at the half dozen 
prisoners and the Indian corpses scattered about the ruins. 
** Then let them go where they please ; they will soon dis- 
appear without a trace in the forests. The rightful owners of 
the soil of New England are destroyed, and I am afraid the 
time will come when the redskins will everywhere be sought 
in vain except in the works of book-writers." 

The old trapper prognosticated truly; for at the present day 
there are but few districts on the American continent where 
the red men are allowed to lead an existence adapted to their 
nature and talents. 

"The Lord will root out the heathen with the devouring 
fire of His wrath," the younger of the colonels observed, on 
hearing the trapper's compassionate remark : "He will sweep 
away the race of perverse idol- worshippers from the soil of 
this land, so that room may be made for the community of 
Israel" 

" I suspect, sir," Groot Willem objected, with a rather 
angry shake of the head, " that red men and white would 
have had plenty of room in these boundless regions, if they 
could have behaved honourably and justly to each other.'* 

" Eeflect, friend, that there can be no friendship between the 
heathen and members of the true faith. Does not the sacred 
book tell us that Jehovah ordered Joshua to destroy the idola- 
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trous Canaanites in the land which He intended as the ahode 
of His chosen people ? " 

" In the book to which you refer, however, there are roles 
and stones which a Christian should sooner take to heart and 
use as example, than savage destruction and desolation." 

** You are not quite wrong, friend," said the elder colonel, 
who wished to prevent an unnecessary dispute. " We have 
reason to feel mercifully inclined, in order to show our grati- 
tude to the Lord for the incomparable mercy He has shown us 
in these latter days ; come, my son, and you. Lovely, too, we 
will offer up our morning devotions while the unfortunate 
natives, for whom the Lord has not yet allowed His light to 
rise, are burying their dead after their fashion." 

" But," the younger colonel objected, " are we not guilty of 
a sin if we allow the blinded creatures to perform their heathen 
horrors before our eyes % " 

" Sir," Groot WiUem retorted decidedly, " I promised the 
prisoners that they should pay the last honours to their friends 
after their fashion, and I will keep my word. Besides, it 
would be barbarous to disturb the poor people in this work 
of love and fidelity." 

Without waiting for the answer, the old trapper walked 
with Thorkil to the spot which the Indians had chosen as 
the burial-place for the relics of their annihilated tribe. They 
had dug several graves on the skirt of the half-destroyed 
forest, in which the bodies were laid and covered with earth, 
and had almost completed their sad task. The sachem, how- 
ever, was about to be buried with greater honour, and his 
corpse treated with the reverence which so great a warrior 
could claim. 

A little apart fix)m the other graves a separate one had been 
dug for Metacom, at the foot of a mighty oak. Hih-lah-dih 
had not allowed herself to be deprived of the melancholy 
satisfaction of rendering the last service to her brother. She 
had drawn the three-edged dagger, with which the sachem 
had murdered Golden-haLr's Mher, and which with the latter 
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had avenged him, out of his breast, and adorned him for 
buriaL 

The chief lay, cleansed from blood, on the moss near the 
open grave. He was dressed in his red tunic, and the scarlet 
cloth, which the sachems of the Wampanogs were accustomed 
to wear as head-gear, was wound like a turban round his fore- 
head. The tomahawk was thrust in his belt; in his left hand 
he held his calumet adorned with feathers and serpent skins, 
in the right his bow ; over his head lay his knee and gun, at 
his feet his quiver filled with arrows, as well as a pouch con- 
taining roasted maize and dried meat. He was thus equipped 
for his long journey to the happy hunting grounds, and sup- 
plied with provisions. 

Hih-lah-dih sat motionless and tearless by his side, with 
her face and arms hidden in her dress. The little party of 
natives approached, and drew up in a row at the feet of the 
corpse. An old man, bent by age, advanced, and said to the* 
poor orphaned girl :— 

" My daughter, the sachem must go now. The road to 
the happy hunting grounds is long, and full of thorns. The 
sachem must cut a path for himself, and must not delay 
longer." 

Without looking up, Hih-lah-dih gave a sign of assent 
with her hand. 

Groot Willem and Thorkil had stopped, as silent spec- 
tators, at a distance from the group. 

The old Indian, followed by the rest, bepjan to walk round 
the body and sing the death-chant, the others repeating the 
last line of each strophe in a melancholy guttural accent. 
When the chant was ended, the corpse was raised by four 
men, and lowered into the grave. Lance, quiver, gun, and 
bag of maize were carefully deposited by his side; and 
within a few minutes his native earth covered the man who 
had wished to free it from the white intruders. 

In accordance with the Indian custom, the virtues and 
merits of the dead man ought now to have been extoUed in 
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an harangue ; but, of the five men who had survived the 
destruction of their tribe, not one considered himseK worthy 
to deliver the funeral speech of so great a chief. To make 
up for this, they raised a high conical mound over his grave, 
and carefully covered it with sods. 

When this was finished, they stood for some minutes in 
silent sorrow round the mound. Then the old chief walked 
up to Hih-lah-dih, and said : — 

" My daughter, it is time to go." 

The unfortunate maid rose with calmness, and whispered 
a few words to the aged chief, who made a sign to his com- 
panions, and proceeded with them to Groot Willem and 
Thorkil. 

" Brother Mato," the old man addressed the trapper, " our 
business is ended. The sachem is on the road to the happy 
hunting grounds. What have my Paleface brothers to say 
to the Wampanogs % " 

** J^othing," the old wood-ranger answered, " except that 
we wish you may find a secure refuge in the western forests. 
Depart in peace, and may your arrows never want game or 
your lines fish." 

The old man waved his hand in farewell, and the small 
band soon disappeared in the thicket whence Ochkih-Heddeh 
had emerged during the ceremony of the Okippe. 

" There they go," Groot Willem remarked, as he looked 
compassionately after them; "there they go to lose them- 
selves in the wilderness, just as a dried-up stream is lost in 
the sands." 

" Sad though it is for these poor people," Golden-hair re- 
plied, " still it seems as if a higher Power decreed that the 
red race must give way whenever it comes into contact with 
the white." 

" So, then, boy, you share the opinion of the Pilgrims of 
the Wilderness on this point % Yes, yes j men can always 
find weU-sounding reasons for everything that suits them, 
however unjust it may be. For my part^ I know that it will 
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be very stupid and wretched in the forest, and on the prairies 
of New England, when these pig-headed Puritans dwell here 
instead of redskins, and buffsdoes, and bears, and elks, and 
beavers. But here is Hih-lah-dih. What will become of 
the poor, kind, faithful child? " 

Before the young hunter could answer this question, the 
girl had found them. 

"Hih-lah-dih has to speak with her Paleface brother 
before she goes," she said to Thorkil, with a calmness that 
evidenced desperation. *^ Come." 

Thorkil followed her to the ruins of the camp, where she 
stopped at the remains of the sachem's wigwam. 

The young hunter would willingly have addressed a word 
of comfort to the poor creature ; but the dignity with which 
the Pure Spring endured her misfortune so filled him with 
respect^ that he remained silent. Hih-lah-dih removed the 
ashes with her foot, until an elk-skin became visible, which 
she pulled out. Then she pointed to an excavation in the 
ground, and said : — 

" My Paleface brother will take what belongs to him." 

Thorkil uttered a cry of surprise ; for the treasure of his 
ancestors lay at his feet. 

How much wretchedness had been connected with this old 
gold ! The sight of it reminded Golden-hair of the fearful 
death of his father; and he turned from it with a slight 
shudder. The Indian girl perceived his emotion, and said : — 

" My brother is not greatly pleased with the yellow metal, 
though it is the delight of the Palefaces." 

"iN'o, Hih-lah-dih," Thorkil answered. "I cannot feel 
glad at it, and wish that my eyes had never seen this gold. 
But let us speak about yourself, poor child ! Mato and I, 
and all of us, consider it our sacred duty to provide for your 
future." 

'* Hih-lah-dih," the Indian girl observed, calmly, "has 
nothing more to do with the Palefaces. She knows the path 
along which she has to wander. She is going to her people." 
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" To your people, child 1 You can speak as fairly of the 
leaves of last summer. Where are they % " 

" Manitoo willed that the sons of Wampanog should be 
removed from this soiL Who can contend with him % " 

After a pause the maiden offered the young hunter her 
hand, and said, with a slightly trembling voice, — 

"Farewell to my brother Golden-hair, and may he live 
long and happily. He will lead the Water-lily to his wig- 
wam. May the Manitoo of the red men, and the Manitoo of 
the white men be merciful to him. May his path be ever 
free from thistles and thorns. Hih-lah-dih can do no more 
for Golden-hair ; she is going to her people.'* 

" No," Thorkil said, holding the proffered hand tightly ; 
"no, you must not go, must not leave us. You have 
gone through terrible scenes, and your mind is greatly 
affected. But the hand of friendship can cure these wounds. 
Remain with us, Hih-lah-dih. Mato will be a faithful 
father to you j me you have yourself called a brother. 
I will be so, and act toward you as you have acted toward 
me. The Water-lily, as you call Lovely, feels convinced 
that you wiU remain with us. She will regard you as a 
sister, and try to requite you by affection all that you have 
done for us. Indeed, you must not go — must not wander 
alone about the forests. Oh, stay with us, and you shall 
learn that people of my colour can also remain friends till 
death." 

These kind words, spoken out of the fulness of the heart, 
evidently cheered the Indian girl, and a gleam of joy played 
over her rigid features. 

" My brother speaks well," she said, " and Hih-lah-dih 
knows that his voice comes from the heart ; but Hih-lah-dih 
has learnt that Manitoo does not wish white and red people 
to dwell together. Golden-hair will lead my Paleface sister. 
Water-lily, to his wigwam. The brown wood-berry does not 
suit the white flower. Hih-lah-dih must go ; my brother 
will say good-bye, and when he roams through the forests, 
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from wMch my people has diBappeared, lie will at times think 
of his redskin sister." 

While saying this she gently drew her hand from the young 
man's, and hastened away, in spite of his entreaties. On 
reaching the skirt of the forest she looked back once again, 
took one glance at Thorkil, and another at her brother's grave, 
then rushed into the thicket and traversed the forest at a 
rapid pace, without heeding the thorns that wounded her 
arms and feet, until she reached the bank of the stream where 
Groot WiUem had found her two days before. 

Here she entered a dense willow copse, sank on the grass, 
and fell into a profound reverie, with her head drooping on 
her bosom. After a long pause she drew from her tunic the 
eventful dagger which she had drawn from her brother's 
heart, examined its edge, and felt its point. Then she seized 
it firmly in her right hand, bared her bosom, and slowly 
sheathed the blade in her despairing heart 

Hih-lah-dih's behaviour and sudden departure had filled 
Groot Willem and Thorkil with apprehensions, which Lovely 
shared. The two men, consequently, resolved to follow the 
maiden without delay, and make every efibrt to bring her 
back. With Prinslo's aid they soon got on the right trail 
that led to the willows on the river. But they arrived too 
late. Hih-lah-dih's pure, good heart no longer beat : she had 
gone to her people. 

The grave of this noble-hearted and amiable daughter of 
the wilderness was dug at the foot of a beech-tree close at 
hand. In mournful silence Willem and Thorkil laid her in 
her narrow bed, and carefully raised the mound over it, which 
Lovely planted with evergreens and wild vines, and left with 
the wish that angels might guard the grave of her unfortunate 
friend, and protect her slumbers in the wilderness. 

A few months after these events Golden-hair and Lovely 
were married. Eoger Williams joined their hands and blessed 
their union. Thorkil was gradually converted from a hunter 
into a farmer. Groot Willem gave up his Vrolykheid to his 




Golden-hair, 281 

• 

foster-son, and a prosperous family flourished there, from 
which several of the most respected families in New England 
are descended. . 

"Lovely's Vrolykheid," as Thorkil called his abode, in 
honour of his wife, and as the house was called, too, up to the 
beginning of this century, offered the two colonels who had 
tried Charles L and condemned him to death, a secure refuge. 
The persecution was not revived, and thus they lived in un- 
molested retirement for many years, and saw grandchildren and 
great-grandchildren grow up. Even at the present day, two 
caves are pointed out in New England which served as a refuge 
to the fugitives, and both are known as the " Judge's Cave." 

Roger Williams, the venerable patriot of Ehode Island, 
had the pleasure of witnessing the growth and prosperity of 
the colonies, for his useful life did not terminate till 1683. 
Highly honoured by the inhabitants of the State he had 
founded, revered and loved by all who came in contact with 
him, he died, a still active patriarch, in his eighty-fourth 
year. 

Eaton, too, attained a great aige. He saw his house and 
Swansea settlement rise again from their ashes ; and his 
friendship with Groot Willem, renewed over his sister's grave, 
suffered no farther interruption, for the heavy chastisement 
which had fallen on him relaxed to some extent the stern- 
ness of his character, and taught him that toleration honours 
belief. He, as well as the brave Miles Standish, was chris- 
tened by the descendants of the Pilgrims of the Wilderness, 
by the honourable name of Pilgrim Father. 

Old Willem remained a restless wood-ranger up to the end 
of liis life. He was a frequent guest at Lovely's Vrolykheid, 
and the favourite of the children ; but all Thorkil and Lovely's 
entreaties were powerless to induce him to take up his perma- 
nent abode with them. Father Blackstone, to whom he 
offered his help in the weakness of old age, left him, on his 
death, the hermitage, and Willem really resided there for some 
time. But when the colonies gradually advanced nearer to 
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his settlementy lie went farther into the western forests. He 
was one of the first bold adyenturers who crossed the Alle- 
ghanies and went down into the valley of the Ohio, on the 
frontier between the settlements of the white men and the 
hunting groonds of the western Indians. Stories were 
current long after about the gigantic one-eared hunter, who, 
on account of his bravery and feeling of justice, was highly 
respected by both nations, and nearly attained the age of one 
hundred years. For three years after his last appearance at 
Lovely's Vrolykheid, its occupants heard nothing of biTn. 
One day, however, a fur-dealer, coming from the west, called 
in there, and delivered to Thorkil Willem's roer, with his 
last greeting. The honest, simple, and large-hearted wood- 
ranger had died in the forests which he so dearly loved. 

The fate of Desdemona and De Lussan remained hidden 
from the occupants of Lovely's Vrolykheid. Thorkil and his 
wife repeatedly mentioned the couple in their private conver- 
sations, but the two colonels never alluded to them. On 
hundreds of mornings and evenings Lovely looked out 
seaward, in the hope of seeing the swelling sails of the Gloria ; 
but the ship never displayed its red flag again on these coasts. 
On the other hand, the historian of Hayti tells us of many 
daring expeditions, of wonderful victories, of the filibusters 
under their heroic leader De Lussan ; and his glowing desire for 
renown was at least so far fulfilled, that his name occupies a 
place in the history of America. 



THE END. 
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